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Chapter 1

The Fight




	Jacob and Kaitlin paused at the blooming water lilies in a pool, the sunshine warm and not too hot. “How lovely,” said Kaitlin, voice barely above a whisper. She grasped Jacob’s hand.

	He smiled. “We came at the right time.”

	They stood in the city’s botanical gardens on a Saturday, a perfect date, Jacob thought. The petals on the lilies shone pink and white under the sun. The water sluggishly rippled, casting glints. And Kaitlin was quite the flower herself in a yellow sundress that accentuated her fine figure. And showed a lot of boob. Jacob’s eyes often wandered from the beautiful flora to her breasts.

	“Oh,” started Kaitlin, startling Jacob from his reverie with the lilies. “There’s a BDSM ball I would like to go to with you.”

	“Oh?”

	“Wouldn’t that be fun? It’s invite-only, but there will be a lot of people there. You know. Our people.”

Jacob considered. “So, how did you get an invite?”

	“I used to be a part of the local scene. I haven’t been in a couple years. And being with you made me want to go. With you.”

	“I guess I didn’t know about your, um, connections with the,” Jacob lowered to a whisper, “the BDSM scene.”

	“Yeah. I mentioned my exes before. They were connected and we went quite a few times. It’s fun.”

	“Uh, I don’t know.”

	Kaitlin stepped back, appraising. “I honestly thought you’d be excited.”

	“Well, it’s so…public. Just thinking about it makes me nervous.”

	“Once you get there, and see all the wonderful people having a good time doing the things we like to do, you’ll vibe with it.” She looked around. No one was close enough to overhear. “You wouldn’t like to strap me down to a bondage chair?”

	That did sound like fun. The strapping part, not the people watching them part. “You did mention your exes weren’t that wonderful.”

	She sighed. “Right. But they were fine in their element. It was always fun.”

	Jacob scratched his chin, nerves setting in. “Well, I don’t have anything to wear.”

	“That’s easy. I can take you shopping, or we could hit up the web tonight and find some things that would make you look just stunning. A stunning dom.”

	“I just…don’t think so.”

	“But why? Being part of the community and doing these kinky things we like, it’s more than just fun. It’s fulfilling. 	You won’t feel out of place or anything. It’s our kind of people.”

	Jacob was determined to not allow himself to be railroaded into something he really didn’t want to do. “No. I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t like it.”

	Kaitlin placed her hands to hips. “What’s wrong? I’m here right now looking at plants with you. And what I’m proposing here is something that both of us like. The only plants I have in my apartment are gifts from you.”

	“Are you saying you only came here to please me? That you don’t like the plants I gave you?”

	Kaitlin rolled her eyes. “You’re being difficult on purpose. You know that’s not what I meant. I like the plants. I like hanging out with you here. But suddenly you’re getting all stubborn about something we both like.”

	“Well, we can play at home. You need an audience?”

	“No. I don’t need an audience. But I do like the community. There’s friends there I haven’t seen in so long.”

	“Invite them over, then.”

	“Not the same thing, Jacob. You need to get out a little more. I would like to get out more than a restaurant or a movie or garden stores. You think you’ll be nervous? We’ll get you a mask. It’s empowering to hide your identity. Freeing.”

	Jacob shook his head, slowly. “I…no.”

	Kaitlin threw her hands up. “You’re being impossible, making a big deal out of a little fun.”

	“I just don’t think—”

	Kaitlin turned around and headed down the walkway between flowering bushes.

	“Where are you going?” Jacob started after her, and she quickened her pace.

	“Home.”

	“But I drove.”

	“I can get an Uber. You’re mad just because this was a place I had fun with my exes.”

	“That’s not it!”

	“Sure.” She waved behind without turning around. “See you later, Jacob.”

	“Uh.” He stopped. He didn’t want to look silly chasing after her. And the way she walked, there was no diffusing the situation. Not today. He looked around to see if they caught the attention of any onlookers. No one appeared to notice. His shoulders slumped. She was wrong. Her exes had nothing to do with his hesitation to go to some BDSM party. Or ball. Whatever.

	Did it?

◆◆◆

	Jacob, alone in his apartment, brooded as he tended his purple shamrocks. Usually, he’d whisper to them, or even chat, but not now. This was the first time he had a disagreement with Kaitlin. Did she have to storm off and leave right in the middle of what had been a beautiful afternoon and a fun time? Or was his shyness about being around other people, especially doing sexy, kinky things, such a roadblock? Was he being unreasonable? He really liked Kaitlin. She was right about one thing, she never balked at any of his suggestions for outings. She always went along and appeared happy to do so, her smile beaming as he introduced her to things, be it food or rare plants. But this might be something he couldn’t overcome. He couldn’t picture himself having a good time, like the times they enjoyed in the privacy of their bedrooms, with a crowd of onlookers. People who would be getting off on their action. And they might run into one of her exes.

	Okay, so maybe that did bother him a little. But it wasn’t the principal thing. She was right, though, it sat there in the back of his mind. He knew they were the traditionally manly types, unlike him and intimidating. Would they make some remark about him, sly and condescending? The very thought kindled some anger. But now he was fabricating scenarios that would likely not happen. His mind did that. All the time. He really needed to get a grip on that. Kaitlin liked him.

	But he really didn’t want to go.

	After the purple shamrocks he moved to the ruby cascades, with their crimson vines and lush green leaves and gave them little fertilizer sticks. The work with his plants had always been his peace, but no peace appeared to be dawning on his horizon. Not today.

	He sighed and sat on the sofa and stared out the window.

	It was possible that his introvertedness and her outgoing personality would clash someday. Maybe it was inevitable. Maybe they couldn’t be together. Dammit, he liked her. And the bondage with her was the best. Spectacular. He’d never had a relationship like this.

	Jacob needed a solution. He wanted to make this work.

	He missed her already, and knew he couldn’t just pop upstairs to say hi or give her a fond text.

	Jacob feared he may not sleep tonight.

◆◆◆

	Jacob didn’t sleep well that night. His mind circled around the same points. Was she wrong to press him to go to some affair he really wasn’t interested in? Or, was he wrong for not just trying something new? He wasn’t the kind to reach out to a friend for relationship advice, especially not this, since neither of his two friends knew about his fetish. 

	He didn’t want to lose Kaitlin. He didn’t really know if she were mad enough to end things, but ditching him in the middle of a date was a pretty severe reaction. She did have a point about her readily agreeing to everything he suggested, but didn’t everyone have a hard line that was not to be crossed?

	Was this a hard line for him? Should it be? Was it that big of a deal? He had given this a lot of thought. He liked bondage. He would be going to a party where lots of people would be playing the games he liked, doing the things he enjoyed seeing. The watching might be fun, too.

	His wandered to last week in her apartment when he had tied Kaitlin to a chair, a fun damsel scenario. She was in her pajama bottoms and a tank top, and they had just cuddled and watched a movie together. As she sat to grab an apple at her kitchen table, he handgagged her and told to not give him any trouble. She went right along after she giggled beneath his palm. Kaitlin widened her eyes in mock fear, “Mmmmph!” He tied her hands behind the chair back and her bare feet together. With a beige cloth napkin from the table, he cleave-gagged her. She mumbled behind the gag as he drew rope around her chest and the chair back, making her tits strain against the thin fabric. He lorded over his captive, pulled her tank up and fondled her fantastic, large breasts.

	After a while of that, he released her from the chair, leaving her bound hand and foot, carried her to her bedroom for a bout of amazing sex. He had never had a playmate like this, and he was about to chuck it all to the dust bin because he didn’t want to go to a BDSM affair with her?

	So, he visualized being at this soiree, clad in some leather stuff she purchased for him, watching other people play in the mock-up dungeon or whatever. And say he did run into one of her exes. What was the big deal? She already ditched them and wanted nothing to do with them. So, was that part of her plan? Show off her young guy to her ditched guy? If that were the case, he’d be flattered. Extremely. She was a little out of his league, so he should bask in the glow of having this vivacious and beautiful woman on his arm. Right?

	All right. He could handle this, tell her he’d go, despite his social anxiety. He would feel better if he laid down a few boundaries. Maybe, he would commit to an hour, and if he felt uncomfortable at that point, they would leave. No resistance, no questions asked.

	So, maybe he was out of line. A little. Jacob decided to pen a letter and leave it with a small gift at her door.




	Dear Kaitlin,

	I’m sorry about being stubborn about going to the BDSM thing with you. I get anxiety around people and I just think that would be heightened in a venue where everyone is being sexy and doing kinky things. But this community means something to you and I will give it a try. My only ask is that after an hour, if I’m feeling all anxious and not having any fun, if we could make our way to the exit.

	How does that sound?

	Jacob (the guy downstairs)




	Just signing his name released a lot of pressure and worry. Now he needed to pair it with a little gift. He knew she liked banana bread, but he didn’t have any bananas. He considered zucchini bread. Who doesn’t like that? It had been a couple years since he had made his mother’s recipe, but he knew he could do it. If he had the ingredients, and he was fairly sure he did.

	He did. He set to work.

◆◆◆

	After the bread had cooled, he wrapped the pan with cellophane and walked it up the flights of stairs to her door. He wasn’t going to knock. After taping his letter to the top, he retreated home. From the comfort of his sofa, he texted: I left something for you at your door.

	He waited. After ten minutes, nerves began to invade the pit of his stomach. He had enough of that the past twenty-four hours. Another fifteen minutes. Was she ignoring him? He paced the room. Did he really blow it that badly?

	His phone vibed with a text: It’s delicious. Come up here and fuck me.

	Jacob cheered and fist-pumped. Far better than he had expected. He raced to the bathroom to apply deodorant, wash his face and junk, comb his hair, brush his teeth. He eyed his reflection, making sure everything was okay, the he skipped into the bedroom for some fresh clothes.

	He composed himself before heading out the door, and casually walked up the stairs. A note had been taped to her door: COME IN.

	This meant she was probably naked in the bedroom or something. He pushed through the door. This was better than naked. Kaitlin was bound and gagged on the floor. His freshly-cleansed cock hardened immediately. 

	She sat on the floor, in a red T-shirt and tight jeans, her bare feet with the red-painted toenails poking out. She wriggled clinking the metal cuffs that held her hands behind her. Her feet were bound with white rope at the ankles. Her mouth was taped over with several strips of duct tape. The bonus was the bulge that stood out clearly through the tape—she had stuffed her mouth with cloth!

	Jacob closed the door. He almost forgot once he saw Kaitlin in her state of bondage—that she did herself just for him! He kneeled beside her. She gave him huge eyes, begging for rescue. “Mmmph! Mmmph!”

	He placed a hand on her thigh. “That must have been some damn fine zucchini bread.”

	She lost her poise and laughed into her gag.

	He pinched a nipple that poked against her shirt.

	“Mmmmmph!”

	He picked her up, an arm beneath her knees and another under her armpits, and carried his protesting damsel to the bedroom. He plopped her face-down on the bed, but only her top half. She lay bent over the side of the bed, that ass in denim tempting him. He slapped her butt several times, enjoying her gagged vocal reactions. With both hands beneath her waist, he unbuttoned her jeans and slid down the zipper. She tried to wiggle from his grasp, from his hands that shucked her jeans clear of her red panties. They matched her T-shirt. Leaning against her ass and over her back, he reached for her the bottom of her shirt and wrestled it above her tits. He gripped both of them, and stood her up for better access and feelies. Kaitlin shook her shoulders, trying to escape his grasp, but he had no intention of letting her go. He nipped at her neck.

	She clawed his belly with her fingernails.

	“Ow!” He pushed her back to the bed and peeled her panties down. He smacked her ass.

	“Mmph!”

	“Scratch me, will you?” Smack-smack-smack-smack-smack! His spanking wasn’t too harsh, but enough to pinken her round ass. After watching her buttflesh jiggle to his barehanded percussion, he pressed her to the bed with one hand, keeping her still, and his right hand slipped down her ass to test her arousal. A little wet, but he knew she could be a hell of a lot drippier. As much as he wanted—needed—to pound her in this position right here and now, he decided to wait. He could give just a little more stimulation and he could slide in like a snake into a drain.

	Leaving her for a second, he opened her bottom nightstand drawer. He snapped up a small pink vibrator and flicked it on. Despite its diminutive size, it had serious spunk.

	“Mmmm?” said the captive bent over the bed, eyebrows raised.

	Jacob smiled and slipped it between her thighs and pressed it against her clit. Kaitlin jumped at the first touch. He continued the pressure and she got to moaning. He stroked it against her gently, allowing the vibes, and her situation, do the work. Usually, he would have worked her with his fingers, but he wanted to do a little something different. This would get her going faster so he could enter and satisfy his own needs. It didn’t take long for her wetness to declare her readiness. He dropped the vibrator to the carpet. 

	 He lifted her up and plopped her onto the bed face-down. After retrieving a couple lengths of rope from her stash in a dresser drawer, he returned to his hyper-aroused damsel that squirmed with her ass in the air. He untied her ankles and pulled her jeans completely off, tossing them to the floor atop the buzzing vibe, which he had forgotten to turn off. Her pink panties followed. It took a minute, but he tied one ankle to the post at the footboard, and mirrored the bondage with her other leg. She now lay belly-down, bottom-half naked. From his standing position at the foot of the bed, she looked delicious. And helpless. He gave one of her wrinkled soles a tickle, making Kaitlin squeak into her gag.

	He’d been waiting to enter her since he had crossed the threshold to her apartment. Jacob removed his pants and briefs and climbed atop her. He maneuvered inside her and thrusted like he was being timed for a race. Her face and the tape over her mouth were visible in profile, her head to the bed, cheek-down. Her handcuffs clinked as he continued, clutching her hips. He slowed down so he didn’t splooge in a minute. Jacob got into a rhythm. She whined; her eyelids fluttered. She was loving this.

	He paused and arched his back to smack her ass several more times. His thrusts resumed.

	As he neared climax, he couldn’t help but regain his initial pace—hard and fast. His loud grunting heralded his cumming. Jacob fell over her back, breathing heavily, blissfully.

	But she hadn’t crossed over. Well, shit. He wouldn’t leave her like this. Off to the bedside he shoved his jeans and drawers over and retrieved the little vibe, but dust and a long hair clung to it. He frowned, turned it off and opened that nightstand drawer again. A large, lime-green number looked serious enough to complete the task. He spun the adjustment ring and it roared to life. He determined it shouldn’t take much. Back on the bed between her legs he wedged it between her clit and the mattress, allowing her to bear down on it as much as she liked. With the knob at the business end on her most sensitive spot, he rotated it back and forth, gently. The vibe was doing more than enough work. He smiled watching her ass grind circles.

	Kaitlin’s gagged moaning wasn’t stopping, and grew louder. And louder. With a scream and a shudder, she lay still and satisfied.

	Jacob turned off the vibrator and allowed it to join its little sibling on the floor. Quite spent, he lay beside her. He still had his T-shirt on and her tank top was bunched above her breasts. “That was a lot of fun,” he said, wiping sweat from his forehead.

	Kaitlin nodded and sighed.




















Chapter 2

Thursday




	Kaitlin smiled broadly with two boxes on her dining room table. Jacob’s fetishwear had arrived. She called him over after work for the unboxing. He had picked out the gear, but seeing it in person, then trying everything on, made him a little nervous. What did he get himself into?

	Kaitlin ran a box cutter along the packing tape that encircled the nondescript cardboard box.

	Internally, Jacob squirmed.

	When they were shopping online, Jacob had been surprised at the prices of leather gear. It seemed like a lot for an affair he doubted he would enjoy enough to do again. But Kaitlin had reminded him that they could play dress-up when alone, too. She offered to pay, but Jacob had refused. Kaitlin told him to use her account, which had some credit. He reluctantly agreed (and thought he should get vinyl since it was cheaper, but Kaitlin shook her head and said she loved the feel of leather and its “authenticity”) but her credit took some of the sting from the cost.

	First to emerge from the box were the pants. Black padded leather with red piping along the four pocket zippers and the crotch zipper. He thought it had looked cool on Kaitlin’s laptop (and she had suggested because the red would tie into what she planned to wear) but it looked more exciting in person. “Wow,” he breathed as he grasped a leg, feeling the leather with his fingers. “Nice to the touch.”

	“Isn’t it? So gorgeous.”

	He took the pants and measured them against his jeans. It looked to be a fit. Jacob looked up to see Kaitlin holding up the shirt: short-sleeved and collared, a chest pocket on the left, two red vertical stripes from shoulder to tail on the right. He grinned. “Wow. I guess I should try these on, huh?”

	“Wait. Boots are in this one.” She produced the box cutter again and soon she pulled a boot from the box: black lace-ups with three straps and shiny silver buckles. “You’re going to look so tough. My dom.”

	He took the boot from her and turned it around in his hands, checking out the serious sole tread. “Sexy war boots.”

	“Damn straight, warrior.” She made a shooing motion. “Put all this on.”

	Jacob began stripping off his T-shirt.

	“No, not here. Go where I can’t see you then strut in armored in full regalia.”

	Jacob nodded, “All right.” He took the items and retreated to her bedroom. He stripped down and first went on the pants. He felt sexier already. Once he had the shirt on, he posed in her dresser mirror. He liked what he saw. He had never dressed in anything like this in his life. Stronger. He felt stronger. Once he laced and buckled the boots, he felt like he could punch out any tough guy that challenged him. He laughed at the thought and marched back to the dining room.

	Kaitlin applauded. “You look so hot.”

	He grinned sheepishly.

	“How’s it all feel?”

	“Tight. And really nice.”

	Kaitlin stood from her chair to circle and appraise. “Everything looks like it fits you well.”

	“I think it does.”

	Stroking her chin and licking her lips, she asked, “How does it make you feel?”

	“Well. Powerful.”

	“Yes! It does, doesn’t it? Businessmen and their ‘power suits’ are bullshit. This here is the stuff.”

	Jacob looked down at himself, at his new boots. “Yeah.”

	“You like it?”

	He considered for only a second. “Yeah. I do.”

	She hugged him and gazed into his eyes. “We’re going to have so much fun, my powerful leather man.”

◆◆◆

	The ball began at ten, appropriately at night. Kaitlin didn’t want to arrive too early. Jacob waited on her sofa as she prepared. He was suited up and nervous. Despite the confidence the leather gear imbued, he still wasn’t so sure about this whole thing.

	“Ready?” Kaitlin called from the bedroom.

	Jacob knew she meant if he were ready to see how she dressed. “Absolutely!”

	She walked out with a sexy glide to her stride and presented herself to the seated Jacob. Her short black leather dress dropped to above mid-thigh and the low neckline displayed a lot of breast. The neckline was piped in red, as was the bottom of the skirt. A side tie, from her armpit to her ass was bound with a red string. Kaitlin stood tall in her black high heels. Jacob figured they must be six inches. Her slick lipstick glimmered a scarlet hue; her eyes done excessively dark.

	“You look absolutely stunning,” remarked Jacob with a grin.

	“Thank you.” She offered her elbow. “Shall we?”

◆◆◆

	They pulled into a mansion with a burbling marble fountain lit by red light. Many had parked around the fountain, situated in the center of the huge circle drive. More by the expansive columned portico. They parked along the drive behind several other cars.

	“We have to leave our phones here,” said Kaitlin as she placed her phone in the glove box. Jacob did the same.

	As they stepped from the car, Jacob said, “Damn, who owns this place?”

	“I forget his name but he’s a member of the local community and hosts these things several times a year. Some nepo baby, never worked a day in his life. Dairy industry, if I remember correctly. The location rotates.” She took his arm. “We don’t get to roam the whole place. Just the basement, which is done up like a huge dungeon.”

	Jacob was a little nervous, as expected. For some reason, the flaunting of such wealth unnerved him a little more. “He a nice guy?”

	“I only spoke to him a few times. He seems to be low-key, loves the scene, obviously. Despite being very rich, nobody ever said he has an attitude. And he doesn’t charge for entry. He just likes having people over and watching everyone have fun.”

	“Huh.” Jacob had nothing to add. They walked past the fountain, up the steps. Several people milled about on the portico, clad in fetish splendor.

	Kaitlin stopped. “I forgot, did you want a mask? Help with anxiety?”

	She must have spotted the couple in ballroom masks that reminded her. “You have a mask?”

	Kaitlin tapped her tiny purse.

	Jacob considered, briefly chewing his lower lip. “I’ll try it.”

	She produced a small black mask with eyeholes designed to cover the top half of the face. Small, pointed silver studs dotted the top. “Don’t poke your eyes out with it.”

	Jacob laughed two notes and placed it over his face.

	Kaitlin offered a sexy smirk. “Mysterious.”

	Inside the wide French doors stood a man in leather attire fashioned like a butler’s. “Welcome Ms. Kaitlin! Shall I escort you and your gentleman friend downstairs?”

	“Please,” she replied.

	They followed the butler through the splendid foyer, between two curving staircases leading up, through double-doors propped open and to the right lay another door. The butler gestured to the door and they descended the simple, stone stairs below. They landed in a dimly-lit hall, with flickering medieval replica sconces mounted on the rough stone wall to their right lighting the way.

	Voices, a lot of animated chatter, filtered to them. Someone screamed, which made Jacob stop.

	Kaitlin patted his arm. “Someone’s just having fun.”

	Jacob swallowed and together they entered through a heavy wooden door banded with iron. Little knots of people geared up in fetishwear dotted the cavernous space. Columns of rough-hewn gray brick supported a vaulted ceiling with arches and timbers. The place definitely hadn’t been originally built like this. Jacob might have believed it was if they were in Europe, but not here in America.

	For a moment the two gazed at the action around them. A woman suspended by her hands and feet and encased in complex shibari ropework, a bit gag clenched in her teeth. A couple chairbound and ballgagged side-by-side, a man and a woman, enduring taunts of several others standing in a circle about them. A woman stripped to the waist with her hands tied above her head to a post, no other bondage except for the ring gag she drooled through, receiving a flogging from a hooded man with a whip clad only in boots and a leather kilt artfully striped in tartan.

	For Jacob, it was a sensory overload. But since he didn’t feel seen, masked and armored with his new leather outfit, it wasn’t too troubling. And everything was very entertaining.

	“Let’s get you a drink,” said Kaitlin as she pointed to the bar, where a bartender in a leather officer’s cap and an open vest served.

	“Okay.”

	At the bar Kaitlin ordered first. “Screwdriver, please.”

	The bartender smiled. “Welcome back, Kaitlin!”

	“Thanks. Sir Gawain, this is my boyfriend, Jacob.”

	Kaitlin had never introduced him to anyone as her “boyfriend.” It melted his heart. They shook hands heartily and Sir Gawain said, “Welcome, my friend. What can I get you?”

	“Whiskey, neat, please.”

	Sir Gawain was quick with the drinks. Jacob unzipped his back pocket for his wallet and Kaitlin stopped him with a hand on his arm. “It’s an open bar. But a three-drink limit.”

	“Oh.” Jacob’s eyes flicked back to the bartender. “But I should tip the man.”

	Sir Gawain waved him off. “The man upstairs pays me too much to accept tips. But thank you for the thought, kind sir.”

	Kaitlin raised her glass. “To having fun!”

	“To fun!” toasted Jacob.

	They clinked and drank. Jacob drained his glass but Kaitlin still had plenty left. She led him away from the bar to two unoccupied chairs near the center of the room, next to someone on a table mummified in in bandages, head-to-toe, only the nose peeking out. “Did you bring anything with you?” Kaitlin asked as she sipped her drink.

	“Yeah. These pockets are small. All I have are a pair of handcuffs.”

	Kaitlin patted her purse. “I have two pair and a ballgag.”

	Jacob’s eyes darted to the tiny, red leather purse. “That’s got to be bursting with the goods.”

	She laughed. “Almost. But I’m ready to play when you are.”

	The drink and the friendly people emboldened Jacob. Somewhat. He thought he’d be dying of anxiety by now, but everyone was nice and paid him no mind. Anxiety lurked in the shadows of his mind, but it was manageable. Maybe playing a little light bondage with his busty MILF girlfriend would take his mind off the onlookers. Many of the games around them were intense, but nothing and no one threw him down an anxiety hole.

	“Hey Kaitlin,” boomed a deep voice behind Jacob. A fit older man, gym-bod swole with a bushy gray-streaked beard wearing a vinyl black tank came around their chairs, eyes all over Kaitlin.

	“Hi Roger,” replied Kaitlin with a small, artificial smile

	“Haven’t seen you here in ages!”

	Jacob remembered the name. This was Kaitlin’s last ex. 

	Kaitlin gestured to Jacob as he stood. “This is my boyfriend, Jacob.”

	Roger eyed him in a friendly manner and stuck out his hand. “Fine to meet you!”

	They grasped hands, and Roger’s grip was an iron clamp, crushing hard, despite the kind smile.

	Jacob knew this intimidation game. Despite his anxiety suddenly through the roof and unable to return the grip as hard, he merely endured the pain and returned the greeting placidly, “Pleasure.”

	The handshake ended.

	Jacob’s hand smarted, but he was determined to show no sign.

	Roger crossed his arms. “Having a good time?”

	“Absolutely fabulous,” answered Kaitlin. “You?”

	“Sure, sure.”

	“Have a friend tonight?” she asked.

	“Doin’ it stag, enjoying the people and the action.”

	“That’s fun, too,” said Kaitlin, still seated, drink in hand. She took a delicate sip.

	“Well, just wanted to say hi. Have fun, you two.” He waved and walked away.

	Jacob really wanted to leave. But he couldn’t let this Roger guy think he’d scared him off.

	“That was weird,” said Kaitlin. “But I knew it would be. He’s not one to let anything go. Him sniffing around me kinda creeps me.” She patted the seat. “Sit for a bit.”

	Jacob looked around. He couldn’t see where Roger went. He sat.

	“Did that make you uncomfortable?” she asked, voice low.

	“Not beyond the normal ‘seeing the old boyfriend’ uncomfortable. He’s gone now.”

	She stroked his thigh. “Damn, these pants sure feel nice on you.”

	Jacob placed his hand atop hers. “How about we play a little after you finish that drink?”

	Kaitlin grinned and threw back the remaining screwdriver. “What did you have in mind? Before you tell me, you must get my tits out and play with them. Show Roger who owns these titties now.”

	Jacob laughed. He “owns” those titties now? A welling of pride and adoration for this woman bubbled up from within. And, he really wanted her restrained and her titties out.

	Together, holding hands, they went to the bar and deposited the glass. Jacob ordered another whiskey shot and slugged it. That ought to keep the anxiety at bay. The encounter had him a little rattled, but he would never make light of it.

	Kaitlin guided him to three thick chains that dangled from the vaulted stone ceiling from a ring, dropping to about head level. The remaining chain descended behind them at an angle, rolled into a pulley system. She stopped at the center chain and dug in her purse. Out came cuffs and a red ballgag, which she handed to Jacob. She sat the purse on the floor and offered her hands before her.

	Jacob fastened the cuffs about her wrists. Next, he inserted the red ball into her willing mouth. He carefully buckled it beneath her hair. He stepped back to appraise this beauty in simple bondage. A few people stopped by to watch, keeping a respectful distance of a few paces away. Jacob tried to ignore the onlookers. He bent down and fastened her ankles together. He locked one end of the last cuffs to the chain of the handcuffs about her wrists, then the other to the last link in the dangling chain. Her hands were now just slightly above her head. He went to the crank, and pulled her hands up high, stretching her until her heels left the floor, just slightly. Her toes still held her weight.

	“Mmmph!”

	The crowd had grown, now about a dozen people had clustered, admiring Kaitlin in simple metal bondage. Jacob was determined to ignore their presence, their eyes. Concentrate on Kaitlin. The mask was helping. They can’t see me. He grasped her at the waist from behind and nuzzled her neck, enjoying the scent of her skin and hair. The leather she wore felt sensual, adding a wonderful tactile difference. He placed a hand at her neck, another at her belly. He choked her gently, not applying much pressure. His hands moved again, this time down her neck and shoulders, continuing to her breasts that had been nearly spilling out the whole night. With a little maneuvering of leather, he caused them to spill out entirely.

	Someone among the gathered actually applauded. The others laughed softly. No wanted to break the mood, although her breasts did deserve a round of applause, thought Jacob. Still behind her, his cock to her ass separated by two layers of leather and underwear, he cupped a tit in each hand. She leaned her head back to his shoulder as he kneaded and caressed. He pinched her nipples to get a reaction. “Mmmph.” She shivered, the friction hardening his dick. He pressed her to him.

	Jacob briefly scanned the small crowd. Roger wasn’t among them. But he knew he was watching, if even at a distance. He both hated and loved the idea. She liked him now, and together they announced it to the world by their play. But it also scratched the back of his mind as trouble. Jacob didn’t need or want trouble.

	He continued fondling and pinching her breasts, loving her little yelps muffled by the gag. He released his grip and moved to the front of her, just before the watchers. Kaitlin was a glorious sight to behold in bondage. He smiled and pulled a key from his front pocket. He decided to allow her to say when she’s had enough. He held it before her. She giggled and nodded. Time to release her.

	At the crank he lowered her so her heels once again kissed the stone floor, so her arms relaxed as the cuffs dropped to an inch above her head. He unlocked her from the chain and undid her ankles. She reached beneath her hair and unbuckled the gag, unaided. Holding the wet gag before her, her tits still on display, she said, “We need to take this to the bar. He has something to wipe it with.”

	“Sure.” He took the gag by a dangling strap as she gathered the cuffs and deposited them back into her purse. Then she noticed her tits were still out and arranged things. The bartender offered a clean rag. They thanked him.

	“Was that fun?” asked Kaitlin, placing the ballgag into her purse.

	“Oh, yeah.”

	With a hand on his shoulder, she asked, “How are you doing?”

	“Good.”

	“I mean, are you feeling anxious? Or are you covering with an act just for me?”

	“Oh. Well, I’m pretty used to covering in crowded places. But honestly, I’m a little worn out. Really, this was a great time. Thanks for taking me.”

	“No, thank you for coming. I’m glad you had a good time. You wanna come to the next one?”

	“Actually, yeah. Thanks for being patient with me, and for willing to head home now. I know it’s kind of early.”

	“It is.” Looking to the clock above the bar, she said, “Looks like you lasted an hour and a half. Longer than your minimum.”

	“Good.” Jacob felt great about staying this long without being a mess of nerves.

	Kaitlin took his hand and they headed up the stairs, Jacob removing his mask. She said hi to several people she recognized outside on the portico and introduced Jacob. Hand-in-hand, they walked past the gurgling fountain. They were just steps from the car when a familiar voice called, “Hey! Kaitlin!”

	It was Roger, jogging up from behind.

	“Just get me in the car,” whispered Kaitlin to Jacob. He took her to the passenger side and opened the door for her, keeping his eyes averted from Roger.

	Before the door shut Roger was there. “Kaitlin, can I talk to you for a minute?”

	“No. Good night, Roger.” She closed the door.

	He bent over to peer inside, hand on the window. “Please? Come on. Just a minute.”

	“Hey. Man, she said no,” Jacob said levelly, bracing himself for a confrontation. “We’re going home.”

	Roger straightened up and faced him, pointing his finger aggressively. “I’m not talking to you, little man!” He knocked on the window. “Kaitlin,” he whined.

	Jacob’s heart raced. His eyes narrowed. He didn’t want to escalate. “We’re going to leave. Please take your hand off my car.”

	Roger reared back and struck at Jacob, who blocked and countered with a right cross which landed squarely on his nose, bloodying his face and staggering him back a step. Jacob followed with a snap kick that caught Roger beneath the chin. That sent him to his back, his head striking the pavement of the driveway.

	Roger lay unmoving.

	Ginned up on the adrenalin, Jacob almost hopped atop the prone man for extra pummeling, since he didn’t realize at first that Roger was unconscious.

	Jacob stepped over Roger to the driver’s door and entered, keys in hand.

	“Oh my god!” Kaitlin was open-mouthed. “Did you kill him?”

	Jacob started the car. “He’ll be fine.”

	Kaitlin turned to look out the window again at her ex on the pavement. “Well, run him over, then.”

	Jacob shook his head. “I’m not running him over.”

	Kaitlin tittered. “I was kidding. Half kidding.”

	Someone came running up to the car from the mansion portico, a woman with red and black-dyed hair. She ran quite lithely in high heeled boots.

	“Stop,” said Kaitlin. “That’s Lindsay. She’s cool.”

	Jacob had just pulled away from the spot he had parallel-parked in when they arrived. He put the car in park and rolled down his window as Lindsay placed her hands on the door, bending level with the window. “Oh! It’s you Kaitlin. Hi.” She looked back to Jacob. Lindsay talked fast. “I saw the whole thing. He tried to punch you, totally unprovoked. Roger will never, ever be welcome back here. Someone else reported him snorting coke in the bathroom, which is totally, totally not allowed, like he knows that. And now this.” She gestured to Roger on the driveway, stirring and holding his bleeding nose. “I just wanted to tell you guys you don’t have to worry about him being at any future event. Ever. I don’t want you not coming because of one jerk. But he’s gone. And I wanted you to know.”

	“Thank you, Lindsay, you’re a dear,” said Kaitlin. “This is my boyfriend, Jacob.”

	“My man,” she smiled, eyes sparkling. “You handled that big guy like he was nothing. Respect.”

	“Um. Thanks.”

	Lindsay and Kaitlin said their goodbyes and Jacob used the circle drive to pull around and out to the road. They both looked to Roger as he regained his feet, still cradling his nose.

	“Hey,” started Kaitlin, slowly, as if gathering her thoughts as she went, “I did not expect that from you. Even though that fight lasted about five seconds, like, wow. Are you a secret ninja? I mean, that kick. Whoah.”

	Jacob was still hyped from the fight, his heart had yet to simmer down. He took a breath. “My dad made me take Taekwondo as a kid. He thought I was wimpy and girlish. He wanted me to man-up.”

	“That’s sad. But I guess for one night it came in handy.”

	“Once in high school against a bully, and now this. I guess the responses they drill into you never leave.”

	“Did you learn to like the… Taekwondo?”

	“I did. The sensei was patient and cool. And I wasn’t the only nerd in there. I thought I would hate it, but after a few weeks, I kinda liked it. I never admitted that to my dad, though. I never wanted him to know I ever liked anything he made me do.”

	“Wow. The more I learn about you the more I like you.”

	Jacob smiled, but didn’t say anything. He wanted the fight gone from his mind. But he knew his brain would have it on replay for a long time.

	Kaitlin cleared her throat. “Is it bad that it turned me on so much that I’m practically drizzling in my panties right now?”

	Jacob chuckled. That was unexpected as if the sun suddenly came out at midnight. “It’s not bad. But, surprising. And a little funny.”

	She placed her hand on his thigh. “I’m serious. Maybe you should pull over and fuck me in the backseat.”

	Jacob’s eyebrows shot up. That sounded great, but…damnit, he shouldn’t be dealing in ‘buts’ when such an opportunity sprang up. Yet…the fight had the opposite effect on him. But here was his sexy as hell MILF girlfriend looking at him like she was about to suck his cock as he drove. A little light bulb went off. He spied a McDonald’s closed for the night and pulled into the parking lot.

	“I was afraid you’d leave me hanging until we got home.”

	Jacob didn’t reply, but parked the car. He took her purse from the floorboard by her crossed high heels and pulled out the three sets of handcuffs and the ballgag.

	“Oh hell yeah, my ninja,” breathed Kaitlin.

	With the gag in hand he ordered, “Open up.”

	Her scarlet lips popped open immediately, and in went the gag. He didn’t bother fumbling to get the buckle beneath her hair, pressing her mane to her neck, and tight.

	“Mmmm!”

	Jacob got out of the car and came to her side, opening the door. He assisted his beautiful, gagged partner and pushed her to the backseat on her belly. She squealed with delight. He climbed atop her, a knee on one side of her and his other foot to the floor and pulled her hands behind her and cuffed them. He folded her legs up, shackled her ankles. With the final set of cuffs, he placed her into a hogtie.

	“Mmmph! Mmmm-mmm!” She squirmed in her metal bondage, the cuffs clinking.

	Jacob was about to drive off, but decided against it, for now. He loved the kidnap fantasy, but he wanted to test her claim about her arousal. His hand slid up along her thigh until he found her panties. Damp. Kaitlin had not exaggerated. He hoped he wouldn’t have to get in a fistfight to get her so aroused in the future. His fingers lingered, reaching, finding the spot that conjured a moan from her. 

	“I just beat up your boyfriend and kidnapped you,” he said, continuing to stroke her over the panties.

	“Mmmmmmmmm! Mmm!”

	She wriggled against his touch, wanting more. Jacob looked around, his hand still in the business. The parking lot was well-lit, although deserted. But surely the security cameras were catching some of the action. He didn’t think of that before he parked. Then he remembered they were dressed in fetish finery, so any security cop would know they were playing a game. This wasn’t a real-deal kidnapping. Nevertheless, Jacob didn’t feel safe engaging in sexy kinky things here for long.

	After a little more fingering, he pulled back, stepped out of the car, and closed the door. With Kaitlin’s moaning protests in his ear, he drove away.














Chapter 3




Home Again


	All the way back to their apartment complex, Kaitlin was not quiet in her hogtied and ballgagged predicament. Between the jangling of metal and her frustrated protests, Jacob enjoyed the audio entertainment the entire way. He even angled his rearview mirror so he could enjoy a slice of the visual action between the bucket seats: her hands and heels locked together.

	Along the way, he was a little nervous about being pulled over, so he strictly obeyed speed laws, even though he wanted to push the pedal to the metal to get at that damsel ASAP. He exhibited patience.

	He also tried to figure a way to carry her up the flights of stairs to his apartment. He might have to nix that idea. Even though it was late and dark, their parking lot and stairs were sufficiently lit, so anyone could see, whether they be passersby or just taking a look out of their window. He really didn’t want to release her and interrupt the spell of their game.

	Jacob parked the car, turned off the engine, leaned back to observe the beauty of his helpless captive. Strands of hair stuck to her face, framing the ball in her mouth. He smiled. In the backseat he released the cuffs keeping her hogtied, and the pair binding her ankles. Back out of the car, he stripped off his leather shirt and placed it on the roof of the car. He looked around. Nearly all of the windows in the complex were dark. No one walked the parking lot. He hauled her out of the car by her arm and swiftly draped his shirt over her back, covering her handcuffs. “Keep your head down.” He walked her up the stairs to his apartment door, his captive compliant and quiet, her high heels clicking on the concrete steps.

	He unlocked the door and guided her inside. He closed the door. They made it—safe from nosy neighbors. 

	Jacob took his shirt back and threw it to the sofa. “Was that fun?”

	Kaitlin nodded, batting her eyes.

	He led her to the bedroom. Turning her to face him, he slid the straps of her dress down and extracted her breasts from the custom tight-fitting leather. He cupped them. Jacob would never, ever tire of her tits. He supposed Roger really missed them, too. Kaitlin was likely right—he had watched from afar like a classic creepy ex and wanted her back, so jealous of some other guy having her bound and playing with her generous boobs. Fuck that guy. Regardless of his expulsion from the community, he surely would never show his face again after so many had witnessed him stalking Kaitlen and getting his ass kicked by a smaller dude. Total humiliation for a dom. At this very moment he was probably in his house, cotton balls stuffed in his nostrils and regretting everything. And probably downing a fifth of vodka to drown it all.

	The fight still intruded on his mind, even with these tremendous breasts in his hands, with that ball in Kaitlin’s juicy lips. Well, a little more distraction might be necessary. He turned her and pushed her to the bed, so she was bent over. His hands crawled up her skirt and groped her ass. The cuffs he had removed in the car were still in his back pocket. He took one pair and secured her ankles. He lifted her skirt for a view of her ass in the red panties. The panties, and their moistened spot, were slid down to her ankles.

	Her moans began in earnest as he slid his fingers inside her, gripping the side of her butt with his free hand. As he repositioned his fingers to massage her clit, she jumped and mewed loudly through the gag. By her volume and pitch, he knew she was on the edge already. A few more strokes, then he dropped his pants and briefs to around his ankles. He stood at half-mast. He pushed the echoes of the fight to a faraway place as he squeezed her buns again and gazed at the gag between her lips, as her head lay to the side, some hair obscuring. Kaitlin as a bound and gagged distraction worked some magic, as he soon stood tall and throbbing.

	He slid inside her. Kaitlin’s head popped up to look straight ahead, away from him, most of her hair pinned by the strap of the gag. He gripped her by the arms just above the elbows and thrust. He loved pulling her like this, her breasts swinging free as he lifted her from the bed, banging her hard.

	Kaitlin grunted and screamed. Screamed a lot. She had cum before him.

	He thought he’d better catch up before he wore out his welcome. She kept mewing softly, tiredly, and that got him going more than her orgasm. It didn’t take long. He pulled out to spray her ass, eyes not leaving those creamy ass cheeks getting dotted with his goo. 

	He sighed heavily. “Shit,” he said, face to the ceiling, grinning.

	Jacob fell onto the bed beside her, bent in a similar position. Kaitlin had her head to the side again, now staring into his eyes. Both of their faces were sheened with sweat. He kissed her forehead. She managed a smile, despite the ball in her mouth. With a little laugh he unbuckled and removed the gag and tossed it to the floor. 

	“Did you have fun tonight?” she asked, voice dragged with fatigue. “I mean, besides the fight.”

	Jacob chuckled. “I did.” He brushed hair from her forehead. “I really did. Sorry about resisting it and being a pain in the ass. I think you opened a door for me.”

	“Aww. Sorry I got mean about it.”

	“You weren’t that mean. You come to everything with me without even hesitating.”

	The kissed, a little awkwardly, their heads to the bed.

	Jacob pulled away and unlocked her wrists and ankles. Free, she removed her dress. Jacob’s pants were still around his knees. He removed his boots to get the pants off. Kaitlin nestled within Jacob’s arms in the bed, both within a comfortable afterglow.

	After a few moments of silence, he said, “I don’t have to beat someone up to get you that hot again, do I?”

	Kaitlin cackled. “I don’t think so.” A pause. “Well, maybe. Gawd, that was so hot!”

	“Now that’s high-maintenance.”

	She slapped his shoulder. “Am not.” She sighed another giggle. “Wow. I’m really hungry.”

	“Same.”

	“Well, make us something.”

	“Of course, my high maintenance girlfriend.”

	“Am not!” she slapped his arm, this time with more force.

	“Fine.” He sat up. “I’ll get us something.”

	“Pasta sounds nice.”

	“Pasta on the way, Ms. High Maintenance.”

	“Am not!” She threw a pillow at as he walked from the room, missing.

	“And violent!” he called back.

	Her laughter followed him as he strolled into the kitchen, naked.







END


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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