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Chapter 1

The Proposal




	White tablecloths, fine china, waiters in black vests, and linen napkins. The dinner was particularly pricey, enough to make Cameron cringe silently at the menu. But the food was unquestioningly delectable. Not quite worth the price tag, in Cameron’s opinion. But he wasn’t a foodie. And last week Amber had playfully accused him of being uncultured. And a miser. So, here they sat with their after-dinner coffees. Also expensive. He couldn’t taste the hints of black cherries and currants the waiter claimed he would in this African blend. Maybe his palette was uncultured.

	“I forgot to mention that I noticed an interesting case that was given to Reid,” said Amber, brushing a lock of blonde hair behind her ear. Her scarlet dress had a neckline wide and low, and Cameron enjoyed the view.

	“Reid? Must be criminal.”

	“Oh yeah. Nothing for me or you. So, the details: Business woman walking to her car in a parking garage gets nabbed by two men in a van. It’s daytime.”

	“Ballsy. Go on.”

	“She’s tied up in the back and gagged. She’s driven to her bank, threatened the whole way with all sorts of terrible things if she doesn’t comply with their plans. So, she’s untied, escorted inside the bank by one of the dudes. She’s scared and does everything they say, which is withdrawing a load of cash from her account. Back in the van she’s tied up again. She’s driven back to the same parking garage and dropped off in a random unoccupied parking spot, still tied up and gagged, and away goes the men in the van with the money.”

	“Wow. She wasn’t hurt?”

	“No. Just really scared. They have her home address and everything, obviously know where she works, but physically, totally unharmed.”

	Cameron sipped his coffee. By some alchemy, her tale had improved its taste. He leaned forward. “There’s some important details missing.”

	“Oh God,” she rolled her eyes. “How negligent of me to be so brief! Okay, when they got her into the van, hand over her mouth, the other guy tied her hands behind her. When done, she was gagged with a thick scarf or something tied between her teeth. She sat like that as one went to the driver’s seat and hit the road for the bank. The other made detailed threats as he went through her purse and described their plan for the bank.”

	Cameron nodded. The coffee improved even more.

	“After the bank visit,” continued Amber after a quick sip of her coffee, “they both tied her up in the back. She was hogtied and gagged with the same cloth in the same manner. They drove back to the parking garage, up to a floor less crowded, they both carried her from the van and set her down rather gently in an empty parking spot and fled the scene.”

	“Hm. Recent? Was it this cold out?”

	“Cold enough. Laying there on the concrete for almost half an hour before she was discovered. I’m sure she got a little chilly. But she was okay. She probably had on some fashionable and warm winterwear.”

	“What else was she wearing?”

	She smiled and shook her head. “That wasn’t in the report. Use your imagination, I guess.”

	“All right. I am.”

	“Fine. It was entertaining, right?”

	“Very. But what’s the case? Not to stray from the details I’m imagining…”

	“Reid is defending the accused. He was picked out of a lineup by the victim, and he sort of matches the heavily bearded fellow on the bank cameras. But he says it wasn’t him.”

	“Got it.” Cameron raised his coffee cup. “May justice be done.”

	“To justice!” toasted Amber in return as the two lawyers clinked their fancy coffee cups and drank.

	“So, was this tale just for our evening’s after-dinner entertainment? Or is there another purpose?” Cameron arched an eyebrow.

	She lowered her voice, even though the tables were spaced more than the typical restaurant. Amber was cautious. “I want that done to me.”

	Cameron blinked in surprise. “Umm…”

	“No, I don’t want to be taken to a bank. I want to be kidnapped out of a parking garage and tied up in the back of a van by two guys.”

	Cameron shook his head. “That’s pretty risky.”

	“That’s the fun part.”

	Cameron’s stomach burbled. And not from the perfect dinner. As a lawyer, serious consequences might follow being caught roleplaying illegal activity of any kind. In public. He’d lose his job. Possibly, he might get disbarred, depending on how things went.

	Amber flashed her lusty smile. “You don’t think it would be fun?”

	Fun wasn’t the question. It could potentially be the most fun ever in his life. But so nerve-wracking. The risk.

	Amber sighed. “If it’s not your thing, I guess—”

	“It’s just—” He stopped. He knew she was taking the same risks as he if he agreed to pull this off. It did sound really hot. But there were security cameras all through their parking garage. And likely every parking garage. Their relationship was still rather new, just a month running, and heating up. This proposal was pretty out there. Would there be ever-escalating bondage games? Cameron thought there must be a limit somewhere. “Did you have anyone in mind as the second guy?”

	“No. I’ll leave that up to you. I trust you.”

	“I don’t know if I know anyone.”

	“Bullshit. You told me you used to be connected in the BDSM community.”

	Cameron’s shoulders sagged. He thought he had discovered an out. This certainly sounded exciting, but the risk made him nervous. Even if he wasn’t a lawyer. “Okay. I can make a couple of calls.”

	“Don’t you go saying you came up empty. Any guy who loves bondage would jump at this opportunity. If you aren’t up for it, just say so.”

	He couldn’t say that. In theory, he was very up for it. “Okay, so me and a friend kidnap you in a van out of the parking garage. Then what?”

	“Surprise me. Next Friday I’m leaving work early at three. Maybe you should get the day off. And a van.”


Chapter 2

The Kidnapping




Cameron sat in the rented white work van, idling in the parking garage. He felt weird wearing a gray hoodie, not his usual suit and trench coat. “She’ll come out of that door,” he pointed for the benefit Landon, riding shotgun and stroking his voluminous black beard. “And she’ll head to that elevator.” He pointed to the opposite side. Both the stairwell and the entrance to the elevators were marked with a large “4.”

“So this is the perfect spot,” agreed Landon. “But what do we do when someone needs to back out?”

Cameron inwardly groaned. They had gone over and over this last night. Landon was just nervous. He was too, but he had worked past the worst of it. He hoped. He was also really excited. “We get out of the way, let them pull out—”

“Right right right.” 

“And, although it will be about three o’clock and not the mass exodus time of four or five, if someone is out and about when Amber comes strolling out—”

“You pull up to her and ask for directions and delay until all’s clear.”

“Exactly. At that point, I really, really hope whoever’s in the way scrams fast. Otherwise we’ll try another day.” Cameron hadn’t done any type of play so public before. But it was well-planned by himself and Landon. He was a fellow player that Cameron hadn’t been in touch with for a while. When Cameron had told him what was up and that he needed a hand…he was all in, no selling required.

The van’s display announced the time to be 3:05. Was Amber delaying on purpose? Adding a little juice to the game? No matter. Except to his stomach.

The stairwell door opened and Cameron tensed. A tall brunette walked out, long legs and short skirt and nice boobs, too.

“That’s her?” whispered Landon, lust tinting his voice.

“No. Relax.”

“Damn. Can we kidnap her?”

“Well, Amber’s late. And I’m hot to get some beauty tied up in the back.”

They both softly snickered. The windows were up, no way the woman, or anyone, could hear them. She found her silver sedan and its alarm beep-beeped and she climbed in. The car started. They weren’t in her way.

“Is that her?” asked Landon.

Cameron’s eyes were on the brunette’s car. He turned and indeed, the blonde emerging was Amber. Blonde, shoulder-length hair, black high heels clicking on the concrete, black leather purse slung, a low-cut navy dress and that dropped about mid-thigh, showing off her enticing legs in hose. Cameron’s heart jump-started. His eyes darted back to the silver Jetta that the brunette sat in. She still hadn’t moved. She was on the right side of the van. The van would block her view of any action, since the sliding door was driver’s-side. But there might be noise, too. Heat crept up the back of Cameron’s neck. Damn.

Amber approached their aisle. They had to move to intercept her. Cameron placed the van’s gear into drive and crept forward. “Get into position.”

Right,” replied Landon as he stood and went to the open space of the rear of the van. No seats, just a gym crash mat and several blankets spread atop. Landon grasped the bar overhead the sliding door to steady himself.

Cameron kept an eye on the Jetta in question in the passenger sideview mirror. His eyes bounced back and forth between the car and Amber walking, nearing. The Jetta backed out. Great. This was a one-way aisle in the garage, so it would pull past them. It would have been easier to execute the plan if she would have stayed parked, the van eclipsing her view. Cameron stopped, blocking Amber’s path. She came up from between two cars. “Plan B,” he hissed to Landon. He buzzed his window down. “Miss?” He called to Amber. She stopped two paces from his window. “Does this garage directly access the Guardian Building?”

The Jetta slowly passed them on the right.

“Yes,” Amber replied, stepping to Cameron’s door. She pointed ahead. “But you’ll be closer on that side of the garage.”

The Jetta turned ahead, making its way to their left, the aisle perpendicular.

“Okay thanks,” said Cameron, putting on a small smile he hoped was reassuring. “I’m new around here.”

The car and that brunette disappeared behind other parked cars and the concrete support pylons. Cameron looked Amber in the eyes and grinned fiercely as he grabbed her left arm.

“Hey!” she cried.

Landon slid the van’s door open, just enough so it didn’t actually latch that way, stepped out and clamped his meaty hand over Amber’s lips hard, his other hand encircling her arms.

Cameron released her.

Landon, no small fellow at six foot two, leapt backwards into the van, Amber’s feet kicking. Her were screams stifled by his hand. Cameron watched as Landon wrapped his legs around hers and maneuvered her the rest of the way inside. Clear, Cameron reversed the van with a goose of the gas pedal and allowed inertial forces to close the sliding door with a satisfying thunk! He popped it into drive and hit the gas a little harder than intended, the wheels crying a brief squeak.

“Mmmmm!” came from the back.

Cameron’s eyes scanned for an open space, and there wasn’t—wait, that Jetta had just backed out. He reversed and angled for that spot. Once there, he parked but left the engine running. And turned up the music. He had left Pandora on Sofi Tukker. Good enough, although something louder and heavier would be safer, he was too excited to fumble with his phone and it looked like Landon needed help with squirming and kicking Amber.

But he paused for a second, seeing Amber clutched tightly to Landon by his thick arms, his hand tight over her mouth, was a welcome and very hot tableaux. And it was only going to get hotter from here.

“She keeps kicking me in the shins!” growled Landon.

“Turn over. Pin her beneath you. I’ll help.”

Cameron knelt beside the struggling twosome as Landon, with his superior bulk, simply rolled them both over so Amber was now beneath him. His hand never moved from her mouth. The mouth that still wheezed, “Mmmmmmph!”

Cameron knelt next to Amber’s head with a balled-up cloth from his jeans pocket. “Pull her face up and grab her by the chin.” Landon followed orders quickly. Cameron attempted to cram the stuffing through those scarlet-lipsticked lips, but she kept her mouth shut, seeing what was coming. He pressed the cloth against her face, muffling her, but not the way he wanted. Suddenly, she opened and screamed, the sound blunted by the cloth now being plunged past her teeth.

“I poked her in the ribs,” said Landon with a grin.

“Good work.” Cameron kept his hand over her face to keep that wadded cloth in. He reached for one of the strips of heavy-duty duct tape dangling from the van wall. He made quick work of plastering it over her lips, the packing, and most of her cheeks. He noted a few hairs were casualties in the gagging, stuck between the tape and her skin. Small sacrifices. If she only surrendered, everyone would get through this unscathed. Landon held her face mostly still as Cameron applied three more strips over her mouth: one lower and two in an X over the others. He smiled at her big angry eyes above the sticky gag.

“Keep ahold of her,” said Cameron as he scooted to her feet with a rope pulled from a back pocket of his jeans.

“Now that I have two arms to hold her with, this got a lot easier,” replied Landon. “She still got fight in her, though.”

Cameron fashioned a lark’s head with the length of rope and with Landon’s help pinning one ankle with his own, he managed to get the loop around both legs, and tightened. Her ankles were soon cinched tightly. For the joy of seeing her pretty feet in beige pantyhose with the deep red toenail polish, he removed her heels. He took advantage and stroked her soles, now helpless to his touch. Amber squealed faintly through her gag. Cameron chuckled as he pulled out another short rope for her wrists.

Now muffled and her feet restrained, she was easier for the two men to handle. They wrestled her hands behind her back and Landon held them reasonably still for Cameron to tie. Her struggles were weakening. Her shoulders relaxed in defeat. Amber was theirs, and she knew it. Cameron roped her wrists effectively.

Both of the men sat back, breathing heavily, beside their bound victim. Amber rolled over and sat up to glare at them. “That was some work,” said Landon, wiping sweat from his forehead with his jacket arm.

“Yeah it was. And we’re not even done!”

“Right. Give me a minute, will ya?” He produced a vape pen from his jacket pocket and inhaled.

Cameron stood and retrieved his Monster from the cup holder and drank several large gulps. “That was a tougher job than I expected.”

“You got that right. Two dudes on one woman who’s smaller than either of us. That was a little rough.”

“That was the worst of it.” Cameron kneeled in front of the glaring and gagged Amber. “Right? No use giving us any more trouble. You’re tied up and well-gagged. We just have to apply a couple more ropes so you’re not bounced around back here. It’s for your safety and comfort. We don’t want you banged and bruised up.”

Amber didn’t make a peep. She stared at Cameron without indicating whether she would cooperate or not.

“All right, then,” sighed Cameron, extracting another rope from his jacket. “Let’s roll her on her belly.

Cameron was surprised that Amber allowed them to lay her on her stomach, facing the front of the van. He really thought the bucking and kicking would resume. He bent her knees so her feet were positioned close to her hands and he roped her into a tight hogtie. Cameron looked her over and admired his work. And her body. And her cute feet.

“All right, you can take it from here,” said Cameron. “Tie a rope from her shoulder to this anchor here,” Cameron tapped the worn anchor on the van wall with his hand. “And one from just above her knee to this one here. Should keep her still for the trip.”

“Got it,” said Landon, who started the ropework instantly. Amber didn’t struggle anymore. She lay there, hogtied and compliant, no resistance left in her. Amber must seriously be tired. Or just defeated. Either way, the sight was arousing to Cameron.

He sat in the driver’s seat and looked about the parking garage. A car several slots down pulled out to leave. If they only knew there was a bound and gagged lawyer in the back being kidnapped. The thought made him smile. He sipped more of his Monster. It was the green kind. His favorite.

“How about we change the music?” asked Landon as he fixed their captive to the van wall.

“Sure. What do you want?”

“Something old school and hardcore. How about Monster Magnet?”

Cameron had to think for a moment. Then he remembered. Landon’s taste for the metal. But not speed metal, thankfully. Cameron entered the band into Pandora and the grinding guitar hit them all like an avalanche. Landon grinned as he bound Amber’s thigh to the anchor a foot above her. He rubbed the inside of her thigh and smiled at the “Mmmmmph!” he elicited. He joined Cameron up front, sitting heavily, as if after a long day’s labor. “Let’s head down the road, partner!”

“Let’s!” Cameron cranked the van to reverse and rolled back.

They descended the four floors of parking garage. The gate at the end was automated and Cameron’s card was quickly debited. Onto the streets and into early rush hour traffic. Not heavy yet, which was part of the plan. They knew Amber was getting off early this Friday. And it was going to be a long weekend.








Chapter 3

The Garage




	This time of day, the drive would usually take about twenty or so minutes. Once they got out of downtown and hit the freeway Cameron sighed with relief. They had made it. Home free. He moved the rearview mirror so he could see hogtied Amber in the back. She had laid her head to the side on the blankets beneath her, resting for the trip. 

	“She looks bored,” said Cameron. “And lonely.”

	“Welp, guess I have to keep her company,” said Landon, clicking the release for his seat belt and heading to the back.

	Cameron grinned. Amber heard that and perked up, head now up, eyes hard and throwing daggers at the bearded fellow now kneeling beside her.

	“You look so damn fine,” he told her, leering. He gripped her calves, making her flinch and grunt through her stuffer and tape gag. “You feel fine, too. You buy the quality pantyhose, don’cha? Get paid some nice cash doing all that lawyering, huh?”

	Cameron had a hard time keeping his eyes on the freeway. But he really couldn’t resist having Landon entertain himself with helpless Amber. It sure was entertaining him.

	His hand slipped between her thighs.

	“Mmmmm! Mmmph!”

	“Don’t mind me. I’m just keeping you company.” He continued to stroke her thigh. His hand moved to her butt, atop her skirt, first patting, then squeezing. “Nice.”

	Amber released a long sigh. Resigned. Cameron figured she thought any resistance at this point would be a waste. Or it made it fun for her molester, which she didn’t want.

	Landon unzipped the back of her dress. And his hand wandered inside. “Looks like she’s got a sexy black bra on under here!”

	“Excellent!”

	“Wish I could roll her over.”

	“That might be a little too distracting for the driver.”

	Landon laughed. “Keep your eyes on the road, then.”

	“That’s hard.”

	“Yeah, I am. Thanks for noticing. Perv.”

	Cameron shook his head as he saw Amber rolling her eyes. He knew Landon’s low-ball sense of humor would get on Amber’s nerves more than him being handsy with her body. A little surprise extra humiliation for the bondage-loving subbie. When they had planned this game two weeks previous, she didn’t specify anything about the friend that was supposed to assist in this public kidnapping. Cameron only had a couple options he could fully trust. And he’d asked Landon. At first, he didn’t want anything to do with any public bondage play. “Someone might call the cops,” he’d complained. Cameron explained that was a major component of the excitement. He showed Landon a photo of Amber and that was all the convincing he had needed. Not just her perfect bod, but her smile, her lips, her big brown eyes. All of this made for the perfect damsel in both of their minds. That, and her being a woman with power: a lawyer. She wasn’t his boss, but she had more seniority than him and Cameron knew the partners at the firm liked her better. She’d make partner before him, so, someday, she would be his boss. But today, he was her boss, in every sense of the term.

	He nearly missed the exit. Cameron turned in time, but made Landon comment, “You good to drive, partner?”

	“Yeah, yeah.”

	Landon laughed and patted Amber’s butt again. “My ropework held you steady for that sudden turn, huh?”

	“Mmm.”

	Apparently he had enough of the skirt of the dress between him and her ass. He grinned as he slid his hand up there. Cameron had a clear view of the outline of Landon’s hand beneath, groping the angry-looking damsel. It was obvious Landon enjoyed the feel of her pantyhose. He made no move to slide them down for a more intimate fondling session.

	Another five minutes and Cameron pulled up in his driveway. He waited as his garage door opened. Landon had stopped his groping session and sat cross-legged to leer at their captive. When the door fully opened, he rolled into the right side and closed it behind them. He had left the lights and the heater on so there would be no dealing with darkness or cold. Although, he now realized, he just let out all the heat when he opened the two-car garage’s big door. Oh, well. Maybe Amber would be nipping out. He loved that.

	Cameron stepped out of the car and slid the sliding van door open. Landon already busied about untying the ropes that anchored her to the wall of the van. “Undo the hogtie rope after this?”

	Cameron nodded. Fatigue hit him, but he was still jazzed by all the action. This had been pretty stressful. Now they were in the safety of his own garage, so he could relax. But he wasn’t there quite yet. The Monster probably didn’t help. So he stood there both hyped and tired. He turned to look at the carless side of the garage. He had parked his car on the street and Ubered to pick up the rental van. He only had the one car, so the rest of the garage was storage space. But it did possess a hardly used worktable and a few chairs. The director chairs were too flimsy for bondage, but he had inherited a solid wooden chair from his grandfather. It was old and had arms. He couldn’t decide where he wanted his captive: the chair or the table.

	“Come here, Ms. Important Lawyer,” said Landon as he pulled her to the open van door. Amber was now on her butt, hands still bound behind her, feet together. Landon maneuvered her so her feet were outside the vehicle and on the garage floor. Cameron had swept and mopped it the day before. The table and the chair had been thoroughly cleaned, too.

	Landon lifted Amber up, cradling her, one arm beneath her upper back and the other under her knees. Amber glared at Cameron. Landon still had his silly-happy grin. “Where do I put her?”

	Cameron noted Amber was indeed nipping in the chilly air. That made him smile. He slapped the top of the worktable. “Here. And we can decide what we’re going to do with her.”

	Landon sat the bound Amber atop the worktable. Sitting with her hands behind her and her feet dangling above the concrete floor of the garage, she looked from one of her captors to the other.

	Landon stroked his beard as he stared at their damsel. “How about we lay her on her belly, tie her adorable feet down to this side hanging off the edge.” He pointed up to the wood beam directly above the table. “We can hoist her hands up behind her strappado-like, to that screw eye bolt you got there. Which probably isn’t for hanging a plant.”

	“I like the way you think. And no, I don’t have indoor plants.”

	“And I expected your garage to be decked out with play equipment. Do you really make cabinets in here or something? I just see regular tools.”

	“I woodwork sometimes. Or I used to. Now I work too much.”

	“But not today!” Landon grabbed Amber by the waist. “Lay down, sweetie.”

	Amber didn’t fuss as Landon arranged her on her stomach. He was gentle. Cameron and Amber both appreciated that. Making sure her feet overhung the edge of the table, he threaded a lark’s head in her ankle cinch and went to work securing her down.

	Cameron retrieved one of the loose ropes abandoned in the van and got up on the table with Amber, kneeling, and made his own lark’s head and wound it between her wrists. He stood and hauled her hands upward behind her.

	“Mmmmph!”

	“That’s pretty high, partner,” commented Landon.

	Cameron eyed Amber and made a mental judgment call from their experience playing before. “It’s fine.” The ends of the rope went through the O of the screw eyelet and he knotted it there before jumping off of the table to observe the fruits of their ropework. Her arms were stretched and strained all right, something more visible from the floor. It made him smile. He didn’t realize that he’d actually lifted her up from the table so much. Her back curved up and her boobs were almost off of the wooden surface. This position would be too much for her after a while, he figured. But she could snap her fingers at any time.

	Amber relaxed her neck so her head hung down, the ends of her blonde hair brushing the tabletop. 

	Cameron cupped her face in both hands, so he could look into her eyes. And gaze at her well-gagged mouth. She gazed right back, but stressed and anxious. This position had taken the fight right out of her. She was his, and she knew it. His and Landon’s. Tied up very strictly. He grinned and released her. Her head went back down. He attempted moving the shoulder of the dress aside, but didn’t get far with her in this position. He had heavy-duty scissors. He opened a cabinet along the back wall and got them out. Amber lifted her head, curious. Her eyes widened at the sight of Cameron brandishing scissors. 

	“What’re you doing, partner?” asked Landon, who hadn’t moved from her feet since roping them.

	“Arranging her dress. Maybe we should have got her naked first.”

	“This might be more fun,” he replied, walking to Amber’s topside, patting her ass en route.

	Cameron brushed Amber’s hair out of the way and started a slice across one shoulder. He lifted the fabric to make sure he’d avoid cutting the bra strap. And keep the sharp utensil from her lovely skin. After making the cut from her neck down the sleeve that barely went past her shoulder, Cameron repeated the process on the other side, Landon observing, arms crossed. Cameron stepped back. “Let’s give her head a little support. She’s blocking what would be a great view.”

	“What are you thinking? I could tie her hair up to that eyelet.”

	“Really? You know how to do that?”

	“Mmmmmm,” groaned Amber.

	“I do. But I need a thinner rope. Twine or something would work best.”

	Cameron retreated to the rear of the garage and rummaged about in a drawer. He returned with a roll of twine dyed red.

	“Fancy,” commented Landon.

	“It was a gift. I prefer things to look like they were purchased at the hardware store, not a craft shop.”

	“Rough man, tough man,” said Landon as he took the twine. He unspooled a big length. “Scissors.”

	Cameron cut where Landon indicated.

	“All right, stand there and gather up all her beautiful blonde hair like you’re making a ponytail.” Landon climbed atop the table as Cameron fussed with Amber’s hair. Landon made a lark’s head and when Cameron was ready, holding her hair behind her head, he looped about the hair at the base of her skull and Cameron released, moving her hands to Amber’s face, supporting her head. Landon pulled her hair between the two parts of the twine where they entered the loop and turned her hair back toward her head, and created a half-hitch…Cameron lost track of exactly how he worked the hair and twine and wished he didn’t move so fast. This is something he wanted to learn.

	“All right, let her go,” Landon said quietly as the twine took the full weight of Amber’s head and tested it.

	Cameron hovered his hands below Amber’s chin in case the hair tie failed. It did not.

	Landon stood and lifted her head up a bit further as he looped and knotted it to the anchor in the beam above.

	Amber’s eyes bugged wide again.

	Cameron applauded with several claps. “Excellent.”

	Landon hopped down, rather lithe for such a big man. “Now you do your thing.” He stepped beside Cameron, who picked up the scissors again.

	“I decided it would be better to cut away the intervening bra.”

	“Hear hear!”

	Camron cut the two straps, then did likewise to the band at her arching back. He pulled away the tattered, black material and her breasts were bare. And perky. Cameron loved the way they hung in this position, the bottoms just beneath the nipples brushing the wooden tabletop. 

	“That’s perfection,” said Landon, nodding and admiring.

	“Aren’t they? Go ahead and enjoy first feels.”

	“Are you sure? This is your rodeo.”

	“I’m feeling magnanimous. Also, I like to watch.”

	“Well, I shan’t argue!” Landon stepped forward and cupped her breasts simultaneously. He gave one a pinch.

	“Mmm!”

	“This is heaven in a garage!” exclaimed Landon.

	Cameron left Landon playing with her tits as he went to her bound feet. He brushed her wrinkly soles beneath the pantyhose with his fingers. Her toes wiggled. He brushed them some more, discovering wetness at the toes. Had Landon been sucking her toes through her hose? He laughed. He must have missed that. He noted how her ankles were neatly bound and a connector rope tethered her feet to the crossbar between the table legs below. Landon did fine work. “Hey. Come back here for a sec.”

	Landon, after a pause for some kissing of Amber’s breasts, he guessed, judging where his head was. He ambled over, smiling. “What’s up?”

	“How about we scootch down her pantyhose and panties, then tie her legs apart and to the tops of the table legs?”

	“I’m down.”

	Cameron pointed Landon to the rope stash cabinet and another coil was placed on the corner where he’d be needing it. Cameron untied the connector, then worked on her ankle tie. Landon stepped to the side of the table and reached up Amber’s dress, groped her butt for a moment, then peeled her pantyhose down to her knees. This got some wiggles from the captive. With her ankles now undone, Cameron reached for the pantyhose and pulled them from her legs. Amber must be getting pretty tired, he surmised from her lack of resistance.

	Landon pulled her panties down around her knees. “Oh! These are a little wet!”

	Cameron pulled them the rest of the way off, past those perfect wrinkled soles. He threw the panties to Landon, who caught them. “Have a sniff.”

	“Don’t mind if I do!” He placed the panties over his face.

	Cameron shook his head at Landon’s antics. “How about some help over here?”

	“Aye, partner!” Together they busied about looping rope around her ankles and attaching them wide apart to the tops of the table legs.

	Cameron went once more to the back of the garage where he produced a Hitachi massager from another cabinet.

	Landon’s eyes went round. “That’s the big gun.”

	Amber’s eyes went round. “Mmm?”

	“Indeed it is. We’re going to test the limits of that gag.”

	“If the gag’s not good, your neighbors might call 911.”

	“It’s a risk I’m willing to take.”

	“If she gets too loud, I propose a re-gagging.”

“Proposal noted and approved.”

Landon nodded and looked Amber up and down. “Where am I supposed to be?”

	“First,” Cameron handed him the cord of the Hitachi, “plug this into that extension cord.”

	Landon performed this simple duty with reverence and anticipation.

	“Next, I’m hopping up here to administer the grand finale. Be where you want to be. Sucking her toes or her tits, but you can’t be with me at the sacred place.”

	Indecision crossed Landon’s bearded face.

	“You can change your mind at any time. You won’t be locked into your choice for the entire ride.”

	“Got it. Damn, her toes are fine. And so are her tits. Everything, really.”

	Cameron allowed Landon to sort out his difficult decision as he crawled atop the table between her spread legs, below her arms suspended strappado-style. He gave the Hitachi a test buzz. It roared to life in the low mode. And he turned it back off.

	“My lawnmower is quieter than that thing,” said Landon at Amber’s left foot. He bent to give her sole a little kiss. Her foot wriggled, likely tickled by his beard.

	Cameron slid his free hand all the way up to between her thighs. Her panties had not lied. Despite her strength-sapping position, Amber appeared to be enjoying herself. Or perhaps it was because of the strenuous bondage? Well, she had said in the planning of all this that “anything goes bondage-wise.” Anything sure went. And more was about to pop off. He fired up the Hitachi. He lowered it to her pussy, leaning in, adjusting, and as he was about to ensure the head rested on her clit Amber jolted like a fish at the end of a line. He was in the right spot. And this thing was on LOW.

	Landon released a cheer. “Woo!”

	Cameron applied pressure alternately and twisted it clockwise and counter, He wasn’t sure if these motions added anything to the experience, considering the intense vibrations that probably overpowered anything he would do at all.

	“Mmmmm-mmmmmmmm-mm!”

	She really tested the gag to its limits. She bucked and twisted. Landon ran to the top of the table to play with her tits. He looked to be having the time of his life.

	Cameron kicked the vibrator to HIGH. Amber’s squealing pitched two octaves higher. Landon’s head popped up, concerned, looking about as if he could tell if the neighbors could hear through this windowless, insulated garage.

	Amber shook as if electrocuted. Vibrating, shivering.

	Landon grasped Amber’s neck and head with his expansive hands. By the look in his eyes Cameron thought he was thinking Amber was in the middle of a heart attack. But that wasn’t it.

	She screamed with all the air her lungs could hold. That gag really wasn’t that great, but surely (hopefully) enough so the neighborhood wasn’t concerned. Maybe just curious.

	Amber thrashed and spasmed one last time and fell limp in her bonds.

Cameron switched the Hitachi off and the buzzing rattled into silence.

	Landon released her face and stroked her cheek.

	Amber’s breathing was labored through her nose. Sweat dripped down her face. A tremor, an aftershock of the orgasm shimmied through her body.

	Cameron joined Landon in front of Amber. “Okay,” he reached for the scissors that had cut her dress and bra. “Let’s get the girl down.” He was a little sad this was over, but Amber was staying over for the weekend. He hoped she’d regain some energy over the weekend.


Chapter 4

The Morning After


	As Cameron prepared omelets on the stove the next day, Amber sat in the breakfast nook with a mug of coffee, staring out the window into the back yard. Cameron thought she looked pretty damn fine in the mornings, makeup half-rubbed away. Pinkish, irritated bands encircled her wrists from yesterday’s activities. Cameron apologized for the marks the previous night. He felt bad, but they were part of the sport if someone liked things a little rough. She had told him to only apologize when he fucked up or did something against the rules of their game. 

	Cameron set a plate down before her, the omelet fresh from the pan. He also had one for himself and sat beside her. And sipped his orange juice. “Sore?” he asked before his first bite.

	“Yeah. Shoulders and my back. Abs, too. But not too bad.”

	They ate in a tired, lazy, late-morning silence.

	“I didn’t get to mention yesterday that I got another case of a tied-up victim.”

	Cameron’s eyebrows went up. “Details?”

	“Someone’s ex came into her house, argument ensued, ex managed to tie her up and then vandalize her place. He also absconded with a few valuables.”

	“Another insurance case?”

	“Yeah. Some insurance companies would rather pay lawyers than give their own customers a payout.”

	“Greedy parasites. Anyway. More details?”

	Amber smiled. “Simpler than the last time. She was tied atop her coffee table. Hands behind, feet crossed, sitting up, but her ankles were tethered to one leg, her hands to other behind.”

	Cameron thoughtfully chewed, visualizing the crime. “This sounds more real. Nothing elaborate. Gag?”

	“Of course. A thick winter scarf with a knot in the middle.”

	“What was she wearing?”

	“The report wasn’t as detailed as the last time. The cop’s not a huge bondage fan, I guess.”

	Cameron eyed Amber in her pink pajamas with a pattern of red hearts. “What time of day did the alleged crime occur?”

	“Late morning. I think. I’d have to check to be sure.”

	“So, the victim in question might have been in her pajamas?”

	“She may have been in her pajamas no matter what time it took place. Some people never get out of their PJs.” Amber glanced down at her bedtime attire. “Oh. I see where you’re going with this.”

	“Well, we cracked the last one when we reenacted the crime scene.”

	“Right. We won one for the parasites.”

	“Well, yeah, but Ms. Lawson was a true fraudster. No doubt.”

	“True.” Amber sipped her coffee and batted her eyes at him.

	Cameron grinned. How did he get so lucky? This girl, this coworker lawyer that could take the skin off any challenger in a trial, loved to be tied up and used. He knew he had something to look forward to after the omelet and orange juice. He didn’t want to go on about the session that would fill the rest of their morning. He still had a few questions about the big thing they did yesterday. “I never did ask if Landon was good yesterday.”

	“Good? Well, he was good at the bondage. That hair thing he did was pretty neat.”

	“I meant if he was okay as a player. Did he do anything annoying or out-of-bounds?”

	“I would have called things off if he did something wrong.” She looked thoughtfully into her coffee. “He was a good henchman, a goofy bear of a guy. Really happy to be around. The only thing weird was him sucking on my toes through my pantyhose.” Amber laughed. “Never experienced that one before.”

	“Glad he was okay. Always a bit of a risk with someone new.”

	“You vouched for him.”

	“I did, but in the heat of things…people can show a side you don’t expect.”

	“Right, but I wasn’t scared of him. You were there the whole time. It’s not like you were tied up, too.”

	“Right. Well, I know he sure had a great time.”

	Amber smiled. “That was obvious. But pulling off the parking garage part was pretty amazing. I saw that car pulling out. But you guys went ahead and kept up the schtick!”

	“It was a little scary. No one wants to be caught in the middle kidnapping.”

	They both giggled and finished up the rest of their breakfast, not saying much. Amber set her plate in the sink and stretched, arms high to the ceiling, and groaned.

	Cameron observed as he brought his own plate to the counter. “If you’re too sore to crack this next case through re-enactment, it’s okay. There’s tomorrow.”

	“You sure like to bring work home.”

	“Well, we could do this at the office on Tuesday.”

	Amber shook her head. “Not gonna squeeze that between the big meetings.”

	“Okay. It’s up to you.”

	“You don’t have a glass coffee table, do you?”

	“You’ve been over here a few times.”

	“Yeah, but I don’t find your furniture that memorable.”

	“Thanks.”

	Amber grinned and backtracked. “That wasn’t a comment on your taste. It was a comment on how fascinating and distracting you are.”

	“That was the best cover-up I have ever heard.”

	Amber draped her arms around Cameron and kissed him. “I’m a damn good lawyer. I can think on my feet. So, are you going to tie me up on your boring coffee table now?”

	“Hey. I like my coffee table. It holds my coffee just fine. And it will hold up a tied-up damsel, too.”

	“We’ll see about that, won’t we?”

◆◆◆

	Cameron wanted to change out of his own pajamas for their re-enactment. He came back downstairs from the bedroom now in jeans and a black hoodie carrying a few ropes. In the living room, sitting atop the coffee table still in her pajamas, was Amber. She had positioned herself as the police report described: Amber sat with her hands crossed behind her and near the one corner of the table, her bare feet crossed and close to the opposite corner. She smiled at Cameron. “Well, Mr. Black Hoodie, don’t you look like an ex-boyfriend up to no good?”

	“I am.” He knelt behind her and uncoiled the first rope for her wrists, which waited for him, already in position. He looped roped and cinched it, being extra careful with her already irritated skin. This was a longer rope and he used the ends to tether her to the table leg behind her. He left some slack, wanting to see how he’d stretch her in this seated position. Her cute bare feet were next. He crossed her ankles and wrapped rope about them and cinched. Amber looked on as he worked. He pulled at the remaining ends, her cotton pajama-covered butt scooting forward as he did. Her heels were close to the corner and he tethered them to that leg.

	Cameron stood and observed. Her bound wrists were separated from her butt by about a foot, attached to the table as they were. Good. He smiled as he pulled another coil. She looked over her shoulder at him. “What are you doing with that?”

	“I’m ‘surprising you,’ as requested.”

	Confusion crossed her face, pursing her lips. Then clarity lit behind her eyes. “That was for the van thing! Not here!”

	“My memory must be failing,” he said as he looped the lark’s head above her elbows and forced them close, but not quite touching.

	“Hey!”

	“Or maybe it’s your memory failing,” he said as he wrapped and wrapped and began the cinch in the small space between her elbows.

	“Okay, ‘ex-boyfriend-with-a-grudge,’ maybe—mmmph!”

	Cameron’s hand clamped over her moving lips. He thought they were moving too much. And making too much noise. “Silence ‘ex-girlfriend-who-unjustly-dumped-me!’ I have come here to tie you up and make a mess. And maybe poop in your closet.”

	“Mmmm!”

	“This is actually my place, so forget that last part.”

Amber giggled beneath his hand.

	“But open your mouth and accept this gift.”

He placed a red ballgag before her face, not yet removing his hand. She shook her head.

	“All right, then.” Cameron placed the gag on the table next to Amber. His hand now free, he ripped her pajama open with one swift motion, buttons scattering throughout the living room.

	“Mmmmph!” she cried at the senseless destruction.

	She wore nothing beneath that top, and his hand roamed along her breasts, cupping and fondling roughly. Pinching. She writhed and twisted, but she was well bound. And his hand over her mouth, pressing the back of her head to his chest allowed little complaint to escape. He focused on her left nipple, applying increasing pressure with his thumb and forefinger. Her eyes squeezed shut as she tried to pull back, but there was no pulling back to be done. Amber was at his mercy; and no mercy was to be had.

	Amber nodded as best she could under his grip.

	“Want the ballgag now?”

	She continued her nodding.

	He removed his hand and brought the red ball to her mouth and she opened to accept it. He rolled it past her teeth and buckled it behind her head, over her hair. He preferred the look of the straps beneath the hair, but today, he went with a rougher display. After the gagging, he went to the front of her and knelt by her bound and bare feet, and stroked a finger along one of her soles. She squealed in response.

	“You know who’d love to be invited over right now?” he asked.

	Her eyes widened.

	“That’s right, Landon. He’d hop in his car naked if he was in the shower just to get here and suck on your toes.”

	Amber shook her head with a “you wouldn’t dare” look in her eyes.

	“He’d fuck your feet, I bet,” Cameron teased. He gripped her helpless feet, feeling her helpless soles. “I believe you said you liked what he did with your toes, sucking them through your pantyhose.”

	Amber glared.

	Cameron chuckled. “Well, I think it would be fun to watch.”

	She continued with her glaring.

	“Someone looks like she thinks she’s in a position to dictate things. When clearly, she is not. She’s tied up and ballgagged on a coffee table.” And topless, with her nipples reddening from his motivational pinching to get her mouth open for the gag. It was a beautiful sight. He liked her toes and soles, too, but perhaps not as much as Landon. Maybe he should at least send him a photo. He got up and retrieved his phone from the counter in the kitchen and returned.

	“Hmm-mmm,” said Amber as she shook her head. It was a gagged version of “nuh-uhh, no way.”

	He had never taken pics of her in bondage or in any form of undress. It was a risky thing for someone in a position like hers, to have such compromising sexually-explicit photos out there. In the digital world, pics could end up anywhere. Even on the desktop of the partners at the office. It wasn’t illegal, an important consideration in lawyer circles, but as with most of the white-collar professions, considered unsavory at the very least.

	Amber’s eyes remained hard and serious. They had been together long enough for Cameron to recognize the difference between feigned resistance and the real thing. This looked to be the real deal: No pics. At least not today.

	Just to tease, Cameron raised the phone and looked to the screen, even though there was only the background pic of a lake and sky he’d taken a year ago on a hike. His camera wasn’t even activated.

	Snap! Snap! Snap!

	Amber snapped her fingers, the timeout call, the safe word when gagged.

	Cameron smiled and flipped the phone so she could see the screen: the camera wasn’t on.

	She sighed through her nose. Relief.

	He knew she had thought he was being a total asshole. And he kind of liked those precious few moments of her panic. The permission for photos might come someday. But today was not that day. He turned off the phone screen and set it on the end table by the sofa and positioned himself behind Amber, and kissed her neck

	She sighed.

	“How about I carry you upstairs?

	“Mmmm,” she nodded and her eyes lit up in anticipation.
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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! Could there be a part three? Yes!
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