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Chapter 1

Robbery or Ruse?




	Roosevelt’s was the bar where the lawyers hung out, clutching and trading their tablets and talking shop, having left the office for a different vibe, seeking another angle on a case. Drinks on the table sometimes forgotten, sometimes voraciously emptied until everyone called it a night. And an Uber. The joint was brightly lit, peppered with mosaic-topped tables, and the drinks were overpriced.

	Cameron eyed his partner in this case, Amber, a brassy blonde who concentrated on her laptop, her Old Fashioned minus two sips sitting beside. Cameron had the hots for her, but never let on. She was out of his league, and he knew it, accepted it. But glances were free, as long as he didn’t stare. Presently he looked at her in profile, her shoulder-length hair a little mussed from the day’s stress, her pink sweater-vest tight and accentuating her ample bosom (C-cup, he guessed), her black mini-skirt, her long legs in standard professional pantyhose ending in black heels. Those last bits were mostly out of view. He shifted his eyes between her laptop screen and her pretty face in profile. They both were young 30s, ambitious, and, so far, had gotten along fine within the halls of the Law Offices of Gregor, Gregor & Zachary. This was their second case together. An insurance company alleged that one of their customers had filed a bogus claim. But this was only suspicion. Cameron and Amber were assigned to get to the bottom of this house robbery. If it were indeed a robbery.

	Amber tapped her red nail on the tabletop, tic, tic, tic, a habit Cameron noticed when she engaged in some deep thinking. “Not that rich,” she murmured as she stared at the police report on her screen.

	“But had her dead mother’s jewelry.” Cameran took a sip of his whisky on rocks that had grown a little watery. “Nothing really suspicious there.”

	“The police report describes how she was tied up when they discovered her. It’s seriously detailed.”

	Cameron raised an eyebrow. “How detailed?”

	Amber read aloud. “‘Officer Hutchinson found Ms. Larson bound to a kitchen chair with lengths of white clothesline. She was wearing light blue cotton pajamas, barefoot, the top unbuttoned and her breasts exposed. Her hands had been crossed behind her back and tied, and also attached to the slats of the chair back. Her ankles were bound and cinched, and tethered to the right rear chair leg.’ It goes on like this.”

	“That is detailed. Unusual.” Cameron finished his whiskey. “Keep reading. Sometimes a clue is in the details, and we got lucky with this officer who noted everything.”

	“I can pass you the laptop.”

	“Then I’m the only one getting the details. Please. Go on.”

	Amber nodded. “All right. ‘More rope was cinched above her knees. Another was wrapped over her thighs, effectively pinning her to the chair seat. Rope was wrapped tightly around her waist and the chair back, sinking into her abdominal area. Two more were wrapped around her chest, above and below her exposed breasts. Her nipples and the area around her areolas were reddened, likely by friction from aggressive touching, definitely scratches, possibly biting, but there were no defined teeth marks in evidence. Miss Larson was gagged. The gag I removed, and it had been applied in three distinct phases. First, her mouth had been stuffed with a linen napkin, which matched the napkins on the dining room table. Second, a bandanna had been applied over the stuffing and knotted behind her head. Lastly, a long bandage had been wrapped eleven times around her head. When I entered, Miss Larson tried to make noise through this three-layered gag to little effect.’” Amber looked to Cameron. “Well? Anything seem out of place in this home invasion tie-up business?”

	“None of the cases I know about have the victim tied up and gagged so thoroughly. And it’s not like they were making off with more than…” Cameron checked his hard-copy notes, “forty-thousand dollars’ worth of stuff. So claimed.”

	“As noted, her assailants, and she stated there had been two, had a little fun with her before departing.”

	“Thankfully, not too much fun.”

	“Agreed.”

	Cameron tapped a pen on his chin in thought. “She was in a house, not an apartment, so the tying and gagging didn’t have to be so severe.” 

	“Well, don’t give the robbers, if they were indeed robbers and not accomplices, much credit in forethought to their crime. Sometimes things are done just to be cruel. Or, in their eyes, fun. It’s a shit world.”

	“Right.” Cameron waved for the waitress. He needed another drink. He had wanted Amber to read all of that for his personal entertainment. A bondage story with all the fine details coming from her lips, as he watched (not too obviously, he hoped) was not just appealing, but quite arousing. If he could get away with it, he would have had her read it again. But, he had been prepared as soon as she started. He recorded the whole thing with his phone in his pocket. For his listening pleasure later. He considered imagining Amber as Ms. Lawson. Or… “Do we have a photograph of the Lawson woman?”

	Amber didn’t miss a beat. “Not a good one in the file, but I looked her up on social media. She has a common last name, but a rare middle name, Calista. Lisa Calista Lawson.” Amber tapped her laptop and turned it to face Cameron. “Here.”

	Well, Lisa Callista Lawson was pretty. Brunette with natural curls, green eyes, a killer wide smile, and full lips. Okay, then, Cameron fixed that face in his mind. He would like a picture of her body, too. He’d hit up Miss Larson’s Insta profile later. “Did you look up her boyfriend? Her relations, like siblings? Anyone that might be a part of the scheme to defraud the insurance company?”

	“Yes to boyfriend, no to relations, but that’s a good idea.” Amber pulled her laptop back and tapped away.

	Cameron’s second whisky on the rocks arrived and he took a decent draught. This had turned into the hottest after-hours bar time in recent memory. And his partner didn’t even know it.

	“Got it. Lisa’s two brothers live out of town.”

	“Eh. Put ‘em down as possible.”

	“Yep. Father alive, still in town, married again.”

	“Possibles. Again. Always with the stepmoms. Makes me suspicious.”

	Amber arched an eyebrow. Cameron always liked that. “You going by stats or Hollywood?”

	“Hollywood. I’m an American and I’m totally Hollywood-educated.”

	“Noted. Not recommended,” Amber smirked. “I hope you don’t intend to site movies as precedent.”

	“Depends on the judge.”

	“Fair point.” They had discussed in a previous work lunch how nepotism had far more influence in the election of judges in this town rather than competence.

	The bar’s lights went out. In the darkness the patrons exclaimed, giggled, and shouted in surprise. Red emergency lights flickered on.

	“Free drinks if the power stays out,” said Cameron.

	“Rude. We both know the owner.”

	“I was kidding.”

	Amber looked around, took a sip of her Old Fashioned. “I can’t work like this.”

	The bar owner, decently ripped, long black hair, and always in a short-sleeved button-down (the color at the moment could not be accurately discerned since he was bathed in red light) hopped atop the bar and announced, “Power’s out, people! I have the staff bringing around candles for every table. Stick around for an interesting ambiance! If you need to go, your server can hand you a tab to pay next time you come in. We can’t cash out any credit cards!”

	Laughter and groans rippled through the bar. Amber shook her head. “I totally can’t work like this.”

	“I’d prefer to not, but—”

	“I live two blocks away. Come on up.”

	“I didn’t know you lived downtown.”

	“Now you do. I always walk the six blocks to work.”

	Cameron nodded and finished his drink. “Nice. It’s my turn, so I’ll collect the tab.”

◆◆◆

	Walking to Amber’s place, despite the lack of functioning streetlights that made it feel a little dangerous, Cameron was a little excited. He doubted this was anything but a business meeting, and he had already decided to play it that way and make no hints, despite his mild inebriation coupled with the arousing burglary description she had read to him. The power was out in Amber’s building, a gothic-looking deal built around the turn of the previous century. Emergency lights lit the stairs, and they walked up four floors. Amber switched on the lights when they entered her apartment. “I have battery backup,” she said. “Had it installed when one of my neighbors told me of this building’s electrical troubles. Came in handy tonight.”

	Cameron closed the Old World paneled mahogany door. The place was decked with wooden accents, a couple of bronze chandeliers, and peaked gothic windows like a church. “This place is really cool,” he said.

	“Thanks.” Amber sat her computer case on the floor and pulled out her laptop and set it up on the dining table, a modern affair that contrasted with the architecture of the old apartment: glass top, blocky, mirrored legs, spindly black chairs with skinny, rounded backs.

	Cameron seated himself across from her and got out his tablet.

	“Another whiskey?”

	“Sure, thanks.”

	The dining room was separated from the small kitchen by a bar with three stools. Cameron felt a little stupid waiting in the dining room even though he still shared a line of sight with his host. He sat on one of the barstools as Amber busied in a high cabinet looking at the liquor bottles, clinking. He admired her shapely legs stemming from her short skirt, her round butt.

	“Found it!” she announced and turned around displaying the bottle: Larceny. 

	“Perfect.” It was a decent bourbon and Cameron was pleased.

	Amber poured the drink over ice and got a wine glass and filled it from a half-full bottle of white from the fridge. Cameron figured she’d mix another Old Fashioned, but maybe she didn’t want to go to the trouble after having to walk two blocks and then up four flights to finish their meeting.

	Both settled at the dining room table. Both sipped as they continued their research into Ms. Lawson.

	“Ha!” cried Cameron as he clapped his hands together. “Face search successful!” He spun his tablet to face Amber.

	“Well, I’ll be damned. The stepmother.”

	“Did I call it or what? Yay Hollywood!”

	“And PornHub,” added Amber as she sipped from her glass. “Circumstantial, at this point.”

	“But we’re on the right trail.” Cameron had run a face search on Lisa Lawson’s stepmother and got a hit. Pics and vids popped up with her under the pseudonym “Mistress Stephanie,” a bondage dominatrix. Most of the pictures showcased her in leather outfits, but several she was clad in catburglar costumes, roping up a submissive.

	“Well, if you catch Lisa in there as a damsel or a subbie, we’d have more of a case.”

	“I’m thinking that’s not going to pop up. Unlikely someone, even though not blood-related, would get together for videos like this. It would still be awkward.”

	“Really? Do tell.” Amber smirked. 

	Cameron froze. He felt “caught,” even though nothing of his fetish had been exposed. He was being paranoid. He cleared his throat. “I mean think of it. Doing a video with your real stepmother, being tied up or shackled or spanked or whatever and getting naked and all that, well…”

	“I guess. But if we’re on the right trail, Mistress Stephanie, Lisa’s stepmother, roped her to a chair and tweaked her nipples enough to leave marks.”

	“Okay, but that was for forty thousand. If I were a little poor or in debt, which she is in debt, by the way, I might let my real brother take me in the ass for that kind of cash.”

	Amber chuckled. In danger of spilling her wine, she set it down on the glass tabletop. “Fair point. Maybe we’re on to something, bondage guy.”

	Cameron forced an incredulous expression. “Where did that come from?”

	“Come on, Cameron. The look on your face when I was reading that police report in Roosevelt’s…priceless, actually.”

	Cameron’s breath caught. But he couldn’t openly admit to anything. Not to a respected work colleague. Shit, this could land him in hot water, like a sexual harassment thing. He tamped down the urge to hyperventilate. Yet, she did invite him over. “What do you mean?”

	She propped her chin on her hands and grinned, like she knew she had him cornered, figured out. “Between just knowing men and studying body and facial language when I’m doing a cross-examination, I read you like an open book with extra-large grandad print. Your face went from ‘interested’ to ‘wolfishly lustful’ when I started reading that report. And, might I add, you wanted me to read every word of that. ‘Clues’ my ass.”

	She had him. But should he admit it verbally to Amber? Sweat trickled down the back of his neck. She sat there smiling, and now Cameron couldn’t tell if this was a career assassination attempt and he should immediately flee the scene, or if she flirted with him. He wasn’t as knowledgeable in body language and facial cues as she apparently was.

	Her grin broadened. “And now you’re scared. Chill out, Cameron. I spotted you and invited you to my place. And I’m not here to trap you or anything. Finish your drink. I’ll get you another.”

	Cameron relaxed. Somewhat. He felt he couldn’t let his guard completely down. He slammed the remainder of his drink.

	Amber smiled and took his glass. “Will the next drink get you to open up?” she asked as she poured fresh bourbon on his rocks.

	“Hey, you open up,” said Cameron, courage rising after that last drink. “You have these suspicions about my sexual fetishes, you invite me over to your place, and here we are, no longer discussing work. We’re talking about me. And I’m not totally certain of your angle.”

	“I don’t know how I could make it more obvious,” she said, placing the new drink before him. “Sounds like you like to play around. With restraints. You do, right?”

	Cameron took a small pull of the new bourbon. “Okay. Fine. Yes, I do.”

	“Now we’re getting somewhere. I lean sub, but I’m switchable. You?”

	“I’m a dom, almost one hundred percent, but I’ve switched a couple of times. It was fun. But I don’t identify on that side at all.”

	Amber sipped her wine. “So, what do you want to do?”

	Cameron didn’t allow himself to overthink anything this time, The moment was now. He had to grab onto it and say what he wanted. Like the dom he was. “I want to tie you to that chair like Lisa Calista Lawson. And gag you, too.”

	Amber bit her lower lip, looked to her wine glass, then back to Cameron, gazing up to him from her somewhat lowered position: She had slouched just a bit. Her eyes were big. “Okay,” she said quietly.

	Cameron grinned like a wolf. It was on. But, “Do you have implements? All I have is my tie in my jacket pocket.”

	“I have some things.”

	“Get the things and bring them here. Then sit on that chair again.”

	Amber nodded and left the room.

	Cameron couldn’t believe this was actually happening. His fantasies of her in the bar were coming to fruition a mere hour later. This was a once-in-a-lifetime occurrence, and he intended to relish the moment, every second of this sudden and unexpected playtime.

	The way she had transformed from a hard-charging lawyer to a submissive practically begging to be tied up and gagged shook him to his core. He killed the rest of his bourbon. The perfect amount. No more. He felt in control and powerful. Buzzed, not drunk. The entire universe in this rare moment aligned in a perfect balance. This would be a night to remember.

	Amber returned carrying a bundle of white, nylon ropes, coiled neatly. She set them on the table. She was a player, all right. “There’s more things,” she said as she turned to head back down the hall.

	Cameron separated the long coils from the short. The memory of the description of Ms. Lawson bound to her own kitchen chair had been burned in his mind. He planned to recreate it, stroke by stroke.

	Amber returned with a few more items. She placed two bandannas, one red, the other blue, on the tabletop, along with an elastic bandage, rolled up. She picked up a white cloth napkin on the table, pulled it from its wooden napkin ring, and sat it beside the other gagging materials. Without looking Cameron in the eyes, she sat herself in the chair she’d occupied before and scootched back from the table. Amber crossed her hands behind the chair back.

	Cameron already had a short coil in hand. The ropes weren’t cotton clothesline, like what had been applied to the bondage of Lisa Lawson, but smooth braid nylon utility rope. The type of rope wasn’t a concern, really. He personally liked the look of hemp, despite its abrasiveness to subbies that were hard strugglers. Or, maybe because of that. He stood and knelt behind Amber and looped the rope about her offered wrists. After the cinch and knot, he stood. She still had her head down, eyes to the floor. Silent. And she wasn’t even gagged. Blood already flowed toward his crotch.

	“The safeword is ‘Zachery,’” he said, “or snap your fingers if you’re unable to articulate.”

	“Zachery. The safe word is one of the firm’s partners?” Amber pulled a face as she looked up.

	“I figured it would be effective in draining the sexiness out of the situation, and therefore you might be more hesitant to employ it.”

	“Hmm. Clever.” She faced down again.

	As he looked at her, hands now bound behind the chair, he wanted to slip a hand down that sweater vest, but he scolded himself, mentally: Wait. Take your time. He plucked a larger coil and knelt by her feet. Her shoes had been removed at the door. Nylon pantyhose, reinforced at the heels and toes, encased her feet, and her scarlet toenail polish peeped through, barely. He wrapped the loops about her slender ankles, cinched it tightly, left long strands loose at the ends to tether her to a rear chair leg later.

	He didn’t know how the robbers, or more likely, Lisa’s stepmother, went about the roping. If it were an actual robber, the gag would have been soon, right after the tying of the wrists. If her dominatrix stepmother was tying her up, that gag would have been last. Or maybe the elbows last, since that would cause the most discomfort the fastest.

	But who cares? He was neither a robber or an accomplice to fraud, and Amber wasn’t Lisa Lawson. He was tying up his beautiful coworker for fun, and what fun it was! The next long rope went about her thighs, just above her knees. Her black skirt had hiked to above mid-thigh, but no panties were visible. They would become visible later. He’d make that happen.

	He wrapped the next rope over her lap, not being shy about running his fingers across the tops of her legs in pantyhose. Once the knot was finished beneath the chair, he took the ends of the ankle ropes and attached them to a rear leg of the chair, lifting her feet so only her toes touched the rug.

	Standing before his mostly bound submissive captive, he appraised his work and Amber’s fine body. Her eyes flicked up at him, then lowered again. Was that a small act of defiance? Or teasing him with her eyes?

	She lifted her chin and looked directly into his eyes. “Getting any clues about the Lawson case now?” Amber flashed a grin.

	Definitely defiance. Cameron concluded it was time for a gag. She was definitely begging for it. He picked up the folded cloth napkin from the table. “Not yet. I need to complete the picture. Only then might something click with the case.”

	“Oh,” she said in a small voice and cast her eyes to the area rug again.

	Cameron lifted her chin with two fingers. “Open up. It’s time for quiet.”

	Amber daringly locked eyes with him as she parted her crimson-lipstick lips.

	He wadded the cloth into a ball and pushed it past her lips and teeth. With the blue bandanna, he split her lips with the middle and knotted it tightly behind her head, over her blonde locks. It was tied tight enough to push the cloth deeper into her mouth, the blue strip of folded cloth firmly beyond her teeth.

	“Mmmmm!” Amber protested at the gagging.

	Cameron loosed the coil of bandage, allowing one end to drop to the floor.

	Amber’s eyes got big. Despite her stash of bondage play toys, he suspected she had never really been gagged this tightly. And the pressure on her jaw was about to increase. He stretched the material across her face, between her lips and began the winding around her head. The second wrap threaded through her lips, but the next ones went over. And he pulled each wrap of the bandage tight. With the last go-around, he slipped the end beneath the previous wraps. He retrieved the metal clips and made sure that no matter how much she turned and tossed her head during this session, Amber would remain severely gagged.

	He smiled down at her. He patted her on the shoulder, condescendingly.

	She kept her head down. “Mmmmph.”

	“That’s a girl.” She was a woman making it in a man’s world, so calling her a ‘girl’ was insulting, a power move. The law profession wasn’t the boys’ club it used to be, thought Cameron. He knew that forty percent of all working lawyers were women, now. Impressive. He was glad it was so. A healthy percentage of them sure looked sexy in professional attire, and Amber ranked at the top in his office. Perfect legs, tight ass, and he’d get to judge her tits quite directly in a few minutes.

	He uncoiled another long rope. He remembered the description in the report, how it bit into “the abdominal area.” He wasn’t a fan of waist ropes since they could make someone feel sick, all that pressure on the guts. But he had promised to go along with the blow-by-blow in that report. And so he sank the next ropes into her belly as he affixed her to the chair back.

The next ropes were to be above and below her breasts. Her exposed breasts, the report stated. So the time had arrived to unsheath her lovely breasts. He’d dreamt about them in the past. Sometimes, dreams come true.

In front of his chair-bound captive, Cameron reached for the bottom of her sweater vest and pulled it from the waist rope above the cups of her black bra.

“Mmmmm!” Her eyes shot up to his.

The bra wasn’t a fancy or lacy affair. It was plain, utilitarian. The creamy tops of her inviting breasts called to him. And the bra had a front clasp. He unhooked it and peeled the cups aside. What perfect, circular areolas, caffe latte in color, and pert little nips poking from their pools of sexy. As she shifted in her bondage, her breasts jiggled. She had to be doing that on purpose. And he appreciated the show. He stroked each nipple with his thumb, delighting in their hardening.

He nearly forgot about the next steps: ropes above and below those breasts. He’d do that, then get to the serious fondling and tweaking. Even though his hands and mouth begged to be all over these tits. Take it slow. Take your time. You got all night. Even though it’s a work night. Fuck it.

Cameron procured two more ropes. The first he looped above her naked breasts and cinched it between her right arm and her torso. The next went below, cinched at her left upper arm. Both were tight enough to constrict her breathing, just a little. He did it right. Her nostrils flared as her breaths became slightly more labored, expanding her lungs requiring more effort.

He stood behind her, hands on her shoulders. “Did you think to look at the marks on Lisa’s breasts?”

“Mmm?”

“If there were stark fingernail scratches, wouldn’t that strongly indicate that she’d been roughly fondled by a woman and not a man or men as she’d reported? Specifically, I’m talking about long fingernails. Polished claws, if you will.”

“Mmmm-hmmm!”

“Right. Let me bring those pics up.”

“Mmmm?”

Cameron translated that last bit as, “Now?” As in was he serious, right now? He was indeed serious. He left her for the dining table and his tablet. With a few flicks he pulled up the police close-up of Lisa Lawson’s abused breasts. His tablet case folded out to make a stand and he positioned it for Amber’s eyes. “Let’s look together,” he said and knelt beside her, studying the photograph.

Amber didn’t say, or try to say, anything else as she studied the tablet screen.

“Now that we know what we’re looking for, it’s obvious, isn’t it?”

Amber nodded. She’d spotted the fingernail scratches, too. Four parallel above her left breast, four more on the underside of the right. “Looks like she clawed her pretty hard, huh?”

She nodded again, “Mmm-mmm.”

Cameron looked at his own nails. “I couldn’t make marks like that if I tried.” He looked to Amber and she met his eyes. “Let’s experiment, shall we?”

Her eyes widened.

He stood behind his tightly bound damsel and reached for her breasts. He cupped them, gently. Cameron preferred natural tits, and Amber’s didn’t disappoint. Nice and firm, pliable. He tweaked her nipples. She didn’t respond so he added more pressure.

“Mmmmph!”

That’s what he was looking for. He loved evoking a response from a gagged submissive. “Cry all you want, you’re only turning me on more.” He released her nips, fashioned his right hand into a claw and scratched from her nipple up her chest.

“Mmmmmmph!” Much louder this time, but still quite muffled behind those three layers.

“We’ll see how that one looks after a while. Just little pink lines right now.

He imitated his clawing on her other breast, this time below the nipple, clawing and lifting. She didn’t disappoint with her gagged reaction this time, either.

Cameron grasped her below the chin, feeling more bandage than skin, held her tightly, and groped her breasts aggressively, pinching her nipples, squeezing her boob flesh and not holding back. He had the excuse of abusing her tits like Lisa Lawson’s had been. And he used this, delighting in Amber’s feeble squirms and gagged mews.

Sweat beaded her forehead. Her breathing became ragged.

Cameron knelt beside her and bit her left nipple.

Amber threw her head back. “Mmmmmph!”

He ran his tongue beneath her tit, back up and around her nipple. And bit again. He had his fellow lawyer at his mercy in her own home. And he intended to take full advantage. He wondered where she kept her stash of bondage fun. Did she have a spanker? A flogger? He would like to smack her tits, but since she didn’t bring out anything else, his hands would have to suffice.

Cameron stood and pointed to Lisa Lawson’s tits on the tablet again. “Have we waited long enough to assess the scratches?” he asked.

Her eyes looked incredulous. But Cameron loved interrupting the session with work. It made him feel savage. Dominant.

His first instinct was to take a picture of her tits and show her, but no. That would blow everything. This was a private matter, and he didn’t want to fuck up any chance of this happening again. In the living room hung a mirror framed in twisted wrought iron. Artful and classy. And it had some heft. Cameron pulled it from its perch and balanced it beside his tablet on the table. Pointing at the scratches above her left breast, “Look here, pink lines. Now over here,” he pointed to the scratches on Lisa on the tablet, “we have angry red, and little dots where blood was almost drawn. Big difference, huh?”

Amber nodded. And she rolled her eyes, not hiding she was over his legal schtick in the middle of bondage shenanigans.

Cameron grinned, shark-like. He carefully set the mirror on the table on its back. Then he turned and smacked her left tit with the tips of his fingers.

“Mmm!”

“Your neighbors can’t hear you beneath all that cloth.” He smacked her right tit, getting the same response. “What if it really were two men having a go at Lisa’s tits, eh?” Smack! “That would have been quite the ordeal, right?” Smack! Smack! Smack!

Amber’s eyes had filled with tears, the emotion behind them pleading. Had he gone too far? This was pretty light action, but it was their first time. And first times were for finding limits. Had he found hers? She didn’t snap for him to stop. And he was fairly certain that her eyes were telling him the limit for the evening was being approached. Cameron had played enough to read the eyes when the mouth was unable to communicate.

“Would you like a break?” he asked.

She paused, then nodded.

Cameron, with a twinge of reluctance, started unwrapping the gag. Once the bandage fell to the floor, he worked on the knot of the bandanna. Lastly, he pulled the wet packing from her mouth. He threw it into the sink.

“These chest ropes. And the one below that. Too much. The restriction is having me near a panic attack.”

“Oh. Let me get those off. Which one first?”

“Chest.”

“Got it.”

It didn’t take long to release the tight loops around her chest. Both were dropped to the floor and Amber took in slow, deep breaths, head hanging down, regaining the oxygen and calm she needed. 

Cameron stood and observed, waiting to see if she still wanted to play more from this position, of if playtime was over, or what. He allowed her to catch her breath.

She looked up. “How about untying me and fucking me in the bedroom?”


Chapter 2

The Bedroom

Luckily for Cameron, Amber was cool, even enthusiastic, about being tied up naked on the bed. The position he had her in was rather simple: Eiffel Tower, with her hands together and above her head tethered to the slats of the headboard. Her ankles were spread and anchored to the ends of the footboard. That’s where he stood, only in his blue briefs, gazing at his bound colleague after finishing the last ankle tie. She looked so vulnerable. And delicious.

But something was missing. And he saw what he needed in an open nightstand drawer when she pointed him in the direction of fresh ropes. At the nightstand he lifted out a pink ballgag with a black leather strap and buckle. He dangled it so she could see.

“All right, you can gag me.”

“You keep things in your nightstand?”

“So?”

Cameron crawled on the bed. “Everything?”

“No. There’s a case in the closet. But we don’t have all night to play. I need some sleep.”

“Roger that. So some things in the nightstand—”

“They’re right there if I need more than the rabbit vibe as a masturbation aid. You can quit that line of questioning, counselor, and gag me now.”

Cameron chuckled. “Fine.” He dismissed that dose of attitude. Since he was about gag and fuck her, everything was fine. The last session may have been a little too harsh for her tastes, anyway, so he decided to play this bit a little more relaxed.

Amber opened her mouth without being prompted. It aroused Cameron thinking of her masturbating with this gag in. He slipped the ball beyond her teeth, which was easy since the gag was sized slightly smaller than she could take. He turned her face away from him, brushed her hair aside and buckled the black strap. He maneuvered her head back so she faced him, gag in place, her lipsticked lips a provocative ring encircling, even though her lipstick had been a little faded and marred by the gagging from the session in the dining room.

Considering all the action previous, and now Amber was naked, tied and spread, and ballgagged, he was afraid he was about to explode before he even got inside her. He chucked his underwear over the bed’s edge and touched her pussy. Well, seems he wasn’t the only one about to cum. Atop her, he pushed himself inside. Tight, but naturally lubed. Amber breathed in through her nose, a little gasp.

Cameron pressed his body against hers, stared into her eyes and thrust. He forced his mind away, for a moment, so his orgasm wouldn’t arrive too embarrassingly soon. He focused his mind’s eye on a robot lawnmower commercial he recently saw while waiting for a YouTube video. It wasn’t working. He thrusted harder, involuntarily. He reared up, grasped her shoulder with one hand and her tit with the other.

Amber pressed her head back into the pillow and moaned through the gag. That pushed him over the edge and he came grunting and growling.

He took in a few ragged breaths, his scalp tingling from the powerful orgasm, and looked to her. Obviously, she had not gone over the edge. She snapped her fingers. Shit. “Okay. Want untied?”

She shook her head, snapped again. She darted her eyes to her snapping fingers. He followed. Her finger pointed down. Down toward…ah. She wanted him to finish her another way. He had a chance to redeem himself with finger magic. Or something. He’d try the finger magic first.

“Sure,” he said with a tired smile. Now on his side, he reached down. He found her clit and she jolted with the touch. This shouldn’t be too hard, he thought, as he gently stroked, gauging her reaction, looking for her buttons. Gentle was always a good place to start. Amber moaned even more and louder when he ramped up the pressure and speed. There. Two fingers circling had her writhing her ass against the sheets, pulling her bound legs up with the little space she was allowed. He kept that pace steady…a bit more pressure and she screamed, nicely muffled with the ballgag.

Cameron was relieved. Abandoning a girl high and dry was not his style. Redemption!








Chapter 3

The Office




	The next day in the office after lunch, Cameron needed to talk to Amber about the case. He’d pushed it off all day, worried about how things were left last night. It was all good, so he thought at the time. After the sex they had said their goodbyes at her door, her in a bathrobe, kissed, and he walked back to the bar for his car. And the lights were back on.

	They didn’t run into each other all morning. And as the day wore on, he felt more awkward about everything that happened last night. But, there was a deadline, and he needed to chat with her about the case.

	Amber’s office door was slightly ajar. He could hear her talking on the phone. He pushed it open a couple inches more so he could see her. She met his eyes, phone to her ear. He raised his eyebrows in a question and she motioned him in. He sat in the chair in front of her desk.

	She scribbled a note on a yellow pad and turned it to him: “LAWSON’S STEPMOM HAS A LAWYER. ON PHONE NOW.”

	This was a big development. What prompted her to lawyer-up? Cameron’s anxiety evaporated as his mind sank into the case.

	Amber turned on speakerphone and raised a finger to her lips, telling Cameron to keep quiet. The voice on the phone was graveled like a lifetime smoker’s. “—you know that means nothing. You can’t draw a line between her persona, Mistress Stephanie, and any crime involving someone tied up in a robbery. It’s preposterous. This is beyond stretching, you’re literally fabricating a fantasy!”

	“Not so. Not so at all.” Amber smiled. She had something. “The cops on the scene took several photos as they started to release Ms. Lawson from her severe gag.” She tapped several strokes on her laptop. “I’m sending you over these photos, along with vidcaps from Mistress Stepanie’s website. Yes, I paid for a few videos. The ones where she had her subs bound in a manner too similar to the way your client was tied up. I noted the exact bits with red arrows. Not just ropes placed at the same points, oh no, we’re talking exact same knot placement, the same number of turns of rope, indicating the same length of rope used, the same method of cinching. The only difference is that clothesline was used at the scene, whereas the Mistress prefers hemp rope for her videos. An obvious way to coverup that she thought was clever.”

	Here, there was a small pause. “Rubbish. Copycat stuff. The perps may have been bondage afficionados, nothing more.”

	“I’ve been combing the web all day for bondage stuff. I have not found anything this exact from any other producer. Feel free to do your own legwork.”

	“I will.”

	“Be careful. Your client may have paid your retainer with money from that jewelry.”

	“That’s enough. Good day.” The gravel-voiced lawyer clicked off.

	Amber’s smile was as wide and as beaming as he’d ever witnessed. “What prompted the stepmom Mistress to get a lawyer?”

	“I called her this morning with a few questions. Smart lady. She didn’t say a thing. I let it ride for a couple hours as I researched her work, and other sites, called her back and she was ready with this guy’s phone number.”

	“Impressive. On both your parts. Nice work.”

	“We still have a ways to go, but, this is a pretty big leap.”

	“Absolutely.”

	Amber leaned back in her leather office chair, hands behind her head. Today she sported a cream suit jacket over a black wide-necked number, wide enough for just a glimpse of the tops of her breasts. What she wore beneath the waist remained unseen.

	“All right. All that internet searching earlier has me pretty damn horny. How about you close the door and tie me up.”

	Cameron froze in a stunned silence. He would love to tie her up in the office. He forced himself to break his paralysis, stood, and closed the door. By the time he turned around Amber had several coils of white rope arrayed on her desk.

	“Just one request,” she said as she reached in another drawer. A purple rabbit vibrator was placed next to the ropes. “Leave me accessible and finish me. Oh, and the vibrator is silent.”

	Cameron nodded. “Okay. What if someone knocks?”

	Amber walked to the light switch by the door and flicked the lights to off. The glass wall behind her desk allowed plenty of light in. She deadlocked the door. “No one should knock. If they do, just keep quiet until they leave.”

	He liked this idea, loved it in fact, but still…he felt exposed in this semi-public place. But he wasn’t going to allow this opportunity to pass by. “Got it.” He appraised her outfit: Another skirt, but longer than last night, this one dropping to just above her knees, and her pantyhose were light and sheer. Her heels, black, stood at two inches, so not high, professional.

	Amber smiled and did a spin. “Like the outfit? You’re staring.”

	He picked up a rope coil. “Now spin just 180 degrees, and cross your hands behind you.”

	“Yes, counselor.” She did as instructed, and bowed her head.

	Cameron approached and made quick work of tying her hands behind her, finishing off the cinch with a solid square knot.

	He pulled her close with one hand around her waist, her tied hands now against his growing member. She gently groped his crotch. Why did he feel awkward about last night? Obviously everything was fine. Way more than fine. His mind could be his worst enemy, sometimes.

	As Amber stimulated him, he reached forward and cupped a breast through the silky material of her top, through her thin bra. He massaged a nipple to awakening. After a moment of that delight, he took her by her upper arms and walked her to her desk, a mahogany affair, sturdy. He was about to bend her over, but hesitated. No gag had been left on the desk along with the ropes. He felt this to be a necessary item, with people not far from other side of the door.

He had noted which drawer she had procured the rope, so he left her standing at the desk’s edge as he rummaged therein, beneath several stacked manilla folders probably serving as cover for her work bondage stash. He wondered if she had another playmate in the office.

Who cares? He didn’t need any distractions. He had Amber tied up for the third time in two days!

No purpose-built gags, just a folded oversized blue bandanna next to more rope. He pulled it out and shook it to its full size.

Amber didn’t say anything. She smirked as she watched him.

Cameron folded the bandanna lengthwise corner-to-corner, then created a large knot in the middle. The knot about the size of the ballgag he used on her in the bed last night. She parted her lips when he offered it. In it went. Concerned with mussing her hair, he tied in beneath her blonde locks after the usual minor trouble. If he had disturbed her hair where someone in the office would have noticed, well, that might not be good. What excuse would she have?

	Up her skirt, he found the waistband of her pantyhose and shimmied them down her firm, long legs. She helpfully stepped from them, her heels falling to the side. He moved them under the desk. Next, the panties. He pushed them below her bum and paused to feel up her ass and allowed his fingers to probe her interior for a moment. Not as slick as when he first touched her last night, but getting there. She must really love the office fantasy. Or bondage. Maybe both. The panties were cast to the floor where he had thrown the pantyhose.

	He pushed her, bending over the desk atop some paperwork. He lifted her skirt for a gaze at her rounded, naked ass. He gave it a spank.

	“Mmm!” she squealed.

	Nothing like an unexpected slap on a naked ass. He took two more ropes from the desk and knelt, bringing her left ankle beside the foot of the desk. In a minute, her left foot was tethered to the desk. And the right ankle followed. He stood to admire her accessible ass for a moment, before kneading each bun aggressively. His fingers slid below, finding her wet, and caressed her, bring moans from her other end.

	How long were they to dally here? This had been too spontaneous and nothing had been discussed. Cameron could just play with her flesh parts all day and night with her tied up like this, but common sense told him that perhaps an hour break from their work was sensible, and no more. They might be noticed missing and someone might come knocking. Or ringing their phones. Either would not be a good situation.

	He stepped back, kicked off his dress shoes, unbuckled his belt, dropped his pants and drawers. He threw his sport jacket toward her chair and missed. And he didn’t care. Already he sprouted a semi, and he rubbed his friend on her ass to bring him up to full solidity. Amber wriggled her butt invitingly as he did, which upgraded him from rock to heavy metal.

	Once inside, he knew he wouldn’t have to deal with an early fountain. The office environment had him in check, a nagging within his mind, the possibility of discovery for him was not a turn-on, but a threat. But having beautiful Amber bound, gagged, and bent over was more than enough negation to keep his cock happy and not wilting.

	As his pace picked up, Amber’s gagged moans egged him on, blossoming his arousal even more. He gripped her by her bound hands and lifted her off the desk, pulling her to him for each thrust. Her hair swung and bounced; his hips slapped against her ass. Cameron reached the edge. Amber’s moans increased in frequency and volume. He pounded a little harder, hoping to finish her before he came.

	Shit, she was getting a little loud, despite the gag. He leaned over, releasing her hands and gripping her face over her mouth. This stifled her cries more, and got him even closer. He couldn’t help it, handgagging her while fucking her was too much. She started screaming into his hand as she crossed over into Orgasm Land, and that was the final push—he released her and pulled out in time to erupt all over her ass, growling, teeth clenched.

	He leaned on the desk for support as he attempted to get his breathing back under control. He was spent. And his shirt felt soaked. Great.

	#

	The sun had just reached Amber’s side of the building and Cameron had laid his shirt across a chair, catching the rays in hopes of at least some drying before putting it back on. His antiperspirant had been overwhelmed by the sexual activity.

	Amber sat at her desk, typing away at her laptop. She paused. “Did I text you that we have a meeting with Gary in an hour on our progress?”

	Cameron groaned. “No.”

	“Guess what?”

	“Shit. Seriously. I hope you have everything put together. I may go in with just my blazer sans shirt.”

	“Sexy.”

	“You know it.”

	“Not as sexy as these gag lines on my face.”

	Cameron chuckled. “You’re right. That’s much sexier.”

	“That’s why I don’t have gags in that drawer.”

	“Oh. Well, you didn’t protest.”

	“I know.” She typed some more. “I will have everything put together, and you up to speed, before we go in. But you have to stop talking to me for awhile.”

	“All right.” Cameron pulled out his phone and sat on the edge of the chair where his shirt was drying. No messages. Good.

	“By the way, this was strange,” said Amber. “Mistress Stephanie hit up my phone while we were…busy.”

	Cameron knew that another lawyer’s client wasn’t supposed to do any such thing. That’s why she retained a lawyer. “What did she say?”

	“Didn’t leave a message. But that was her cell phone.”

	“Huh. Interesting.” Cameron knew this was going to be a wild case.
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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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