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Chapter 1

Who's Moving In?




	Cara pulled into her drive after a long day at work. Some of her older clients at the salon had been a little fussy and complainy, and she was glad to declare the day over. Time to relax. And do it all over again tomorrow.

She didn’t even notice the rental moving truck in the driveway next door until she was out of her car, keys in hand. The house had been up for sale for several months, so someone had finally bought it. She liked the quiet of zero neighbors next door. Hopefully, whoever was moving in wasn’t a pain. New neighbors were always a crapshoot.

	Inside, she went directly for the bottle of red wine on the kitchen counter. A single glass to unwind. She situated herself on the living room sofa and allowed her muscles to relax. The day hadn’t been all that bad, she’d experienced far worse. But sometimes, a client had the worst communication skills and she always took the blame if something didn’t turn out the way they pictured it in their mind. No disasters today, but…just glad it was over.

	With her Kindle in hand, she managed to lose herself in a science fiction novel. Halfway through, the adventure was compelling. After half an hour and a full glass of the red, she stopped to head upstairs. From there, she’d have a discrete vantage to check out the new neighbors.

	It was all guys hauling boxes and furniture down the truck ramp into the garage. No kids running about, no women at all. Cara watched until she counted them all: four. So, single guy moving in? A gay couple? Maybe it was a family but the wife was elsewhere keeping the wee ones occupied and out of the way? She could make guesses all evening. That was fun for about a minute.

	One of the guys stood out from the rest. Dark hair cropped short, shaved close on the sides. His arms coming out of that blue tank top were fairly ripped, so maybe a gym rat. The rest ran the usual flow of dudes in their 30s, skinny to portly, blue collar vibe to nerd vibe. But she really liked the looks of the ripped guy. Probably a cocky asshole, like too many gym rats. Not all, but she’d dated a few and that was more the rule than otherwise, sadly.

	She left the window and pulled her long, ash blonde hair (a dear friend at the salon did it for her and she was very proud of it) into a ponytail and started on dinner. It was a chicken stir-fry night.

	By the time the remains on her plate were scraped off into the trash and the dark of night had arrived, she thought about the neighbor (or neighbors) again. Upstairs she went for a look down at the house next door. The truck was gone. From here she could see in through a window on the side of the living room. The huge flatscreen was on. Quite clearly she could make out a woman in a sundress bound to a chair, gagged with a thick white cloth through her teeth. She thought it was some movie, a damsel in a situation. As she kept watching for the scene to change, it didn’t. Just different shots of the women in bondage: a closeup of her gagged face, another of her wriggling bare feet, a medium shot of her shaking her generous breasts as she struggled…this was porn. There were no curtains up yet, so the watcher was inadvertently allowing her to see. He probably didn’t think about it, the screen was against a wall that faced the street, so this was the only window with a view of the screen.

	A smile grew. Interesting. This was a far cry from the usual gangbang or anal or bukkake or whatever most guys were into. And she liked it. Cara had always gravitated toward submissive sexual fantasies, and this damsel business was a fun surprise. She waited a while longer, watching as the damsel’s masked captor entered the scene, pulled the top of her yellow dress down to reveal her gorgeous tits. The masked man stood behind the chair and gripped her breasts. Not roughly, just having fun fondling nice boobs.

	Cara’s heat within her rose. Why not? She thought as she fetched her rabbit vibrator and positioned a chair by the window. Her jeans and panties were sloughed off and discarded to the floor. She watched below as the masked man held the woman’s chin in her hand. She couldn’t hear what he was saying, but wished she could. Her fingers did the work first, getting her nether region lubricated with her natural arousal at the on-screen bondage.

	Now she imagined herself in that woman’s position, bound to a chair and cloth in her mouth. No escape possible. She closed her eyes and leaned her head back, the vibrator on and positioned for the perfect touch. That guy with the hot, hard arms. That’s who pulled her top down. And his strong hands felt her up, his lips on her neck. She tried to pull away as she wanted him to do more, to bite her. Her eyes opened and the TV had gone to black. Damn. He had cum before her. Figures. She sank back into her mind’s eye, strong hands pulling her panties down, reaching, touching her…she slapped a hand over her mouth, stifling her scream of an orgasm, mindful of sitting next to her open window.

	Cara’s eyes popped open, sprung from the fantasy of being bound and gagged. The house below had gone dark. Everything was quiet. Her smile was tired, yet satisfied. She rose to put on her sleeping T-shirt before some bedtime reading.

◆◆◆

	As Cara pulled into her drive the next day, a gift basket rode shotgun. Whoever was next door, it was always good to start off right with a proper welcome. She carried it into her house first. She needed to wash away the smell of the salon before greeting strangers.

	After cleaning up and changing clothes, she appraised herself in the mirror. Her wavy locks had been teased to perfection, dropping several inches below her shoulders. Her large blue eyes sparkled. It had been a great day at work: nice tips, friendly and kind clients. Her full lips had been redrawn with a scarlet shade. The little pink camisole was tight, and her D cup breasts displayed nicely. Her shapely, ivory legs came out of her denim shorts and sank to her leather sandals, her toenails matching the lipstick. She looked and felt great. And now, she hoped the neighbor was a decent fellow.

	Fruit basket in hand, she descended her porch and looked to the car in the drive next door. Some regular sedan. She really didn’t know cars. Since it wasn’t an SUV or a van, she judged it probably wasn’t a family in the house. Up the steps she rang the doorbell and smiled, basket in both hands.

	The door popped open. It was the guy with the fit bod. Nice! Inwardly, she cheered. If nothing else, he’d be nice to watch as he mowed his lawn.

	“Hello,” he said with a small smile. He had on another tank top. Cara figured he favored them to show off the work he put in with the weights.

	“Hi! I’m Cara next door, just welcoming you to the neighborhood.”

	His eyes fell on the fruit basket. “How nice! Thank you! I’m Cormac.” He took the basket and turned it this way and that, checking out the contents. “Looks like heathy fare in here!”

	She giggled. “I hope you like healthy stuff.”

	“I do. So nice! Hey, if you don’t mind the mess in here, how about I make us some tea? Get to know one another a little since we’re living just a few feet away.”

	“Um. Okay.” She stepped in and boxes were stacked and arrayed everywhere. The TV was set up, as she had noticed the previous night.

	As Cormac carried the basket into the kitchen, he said, “Have a seat,” gesturing to the sofa before the huge television, “I’ll get the kettle going.”

	“Thanks. Nice TV.”

	From the kitchen, “Thanks. It’s a monster and I love it.”

	She looked to the sofa, thinking this was where Cormac had been jerking it last night. She snickered to herself. Looking around, she spied an open box with DVDs inside. She wanted to peek at his taste in movies. She peered into the box, which sat atop two below, and…this was his old porn collection. Bondage. She couldn’t help herself and pulled out the first one. A raven-haired beauty, naked, was hogtied on the floor with a red ballgag in her mouth.

	Behind her, “Oh shit! I shouldn’t have left that open like that.”

	Cara started and dropped the DVD back into the box. “I didn’t mean to be nosy! I thought it was regular movies in here!”

	Cormac’s face blossomed red from chin to ears. “I’ll close this box. So sorry to expose you to, to such lurid stuff.”

	She didn’t mean to embarrass the man and she felt bad, her heart dropping below her sandals. “My fault, I am sorry. But don’t worry about the porn. I’m not naïve or judgy. I’m over thirty and I’m aware of sex and porn.”

	Cormac closed the four leaves of the box top and moved it behind others. “Damn. What a way to meet me, huh?”

	“Hey. It’s fine. Really. And I’m not a busybody. People like different things. I’m okay with it all. Really.”

	He turned to face her for a second, then dropped his eyes to the carpet. “I appreciate you being nice.”

	“Well, I am nice, but I’m also being truthful and serious. You can stop being embarrassed. If the roles were switched and you saw my box load of sex toys, how would you react?”

	He paused to consider. The crimson color in his face began to fade. “Fair point. I would just feel bad for embarrassing you.”

	“See? No harm done. So you like bondage. Big deal. Lots of people play games in the bedroom.”

	He sighed. “What an introduction, huh?”

	Cara laughed. If he only knew she already knew from last night. She wasn’t going to spill that tidbit, though. “Let’s reset, okay? How’s that tea coming?”

	As if on cue, the kettle started whistling.

	They both laughed.

	He motioned for her to follow him into the kitchen and he poured them both cups. On saucers, even. This man was no barbarian, although he might give Conan a little trouble in a fistfight.

	Cara bobbed her teabag into the hot water, and went for a subject switch. “So what do you do for work?”

	“I’m the defense coordinator for the Greyhounds. I mean, an assistant football coach.”

	The local university was rather small, so this wasn’t some big-time gig. “You must be doing what you love.” 

	“I’m pretty lucky, huh? The kids are great. All with NFL dreams in their heads, despite, well, being here.”

	“Dreams keep you going.”

	“Truth. So what’s your mode of money-making?”

	“Cosmetology. I cut hair at Gretta’s downtown.” 

	“Are you doing what you love?”

	“Kinda. I mean, yeah, I like it, and most of my clients are wonderful. It’s the one bitch per day that can make it hard.”  Cara stared into her tea for a small moment before taking a test sip. Still really hot.

	“I detect a woman with dreams and an interesting hobby or two.”

	Cara grinned. “Yeah, I guess.”

	“This is the getting to know you part.”

	“I write fiction.”

	“Tell me more.”

	Her heart fluttered a bit. A muscled man asking her about herself? This was rare. “I mostly write urban fantasy.”

	Cormac’s eyebrows rose. “I’m not familiar, so enlighten me.”

	“Well, like the setting is modern, but there’s magic in the world. And maybe mythical creatures. Like a vampire story set in our modern world would be an example.”

	“That sounds awesome. You’re an artist. Have books out?”

	She frowned. “No. I’ve written a couple novels that I couldn’t get an agent or publisher for. But I do have several short stories in some magazines.”

	Cormac smiled warmly. “That’s truly wonderful! That’s no small thing. I’ve heard breaking into the fiction business is really hard, and most people give up.”

	“Yeah. Where’d you hear that?”

	“English professors at the university.”

	Cara laughed. “Of course!”

“Send me links. I’ll give you my email or phone number, whatever works. I’d love to see what you wrote.”

“Um, okay. Sure. Now you. Hobbies?”

	“I just watch kinky porn.”

	Cara held a hand over her mouth and chuckled. “I wasn’t going to ever bring that up again!”

	“I’ll be embarrassed about that until they lay me in the grave.”

	“Stop it. I mean, I’m not your grandma that saw that, please!”

	“Right, right, I’m still a little shook over this.”

	“Just don’t be.”

	“I’ll try my best. Anyway, besides football and weight training, I read military fiction and love horror movies. I’m not creative, but obviously, I enjoy the fruits of all the creativity. I also love finding ghost towns and exploring.”

	“That’s unusual. The ghost town thing.”

	Usually an old mine in the area to explore, too. I think it’s fun.”

	“That does sound fun.”

	Cormac sipped. “So, I’m new to the neighborhood. Any good eats or drinks in the immediate area. Walking distance?”

	“The coffee shop six blocks up is really great. Beans Beans Beans.”

	Cormac arched an eyebrow. 

	“That’s what the place is called.”

	“Oh! Ha. Catchy name.”

	After another half hour of talking, Cara felt very comfortable with her new neighbor. And at the door he asked if she would like to walk up to the coffee joint the next evening. Cara didn’t hesitate to say yes.

	She walked back to her house high on her new and good-looking neighbor, Cormac.




	


Chapter 2

The First Time





	Cara was enjoying their time at Beans Beans Beans. She wore a yellow sundress like the model in the video she caught Cormac watching two nights previous. Between sips of coffee and bites of a pastry she found Cormac was divorced (like her), didn’t date for a year or so after (like her), and weirdly enough, had a dog that his ex had kept (also like her). She became quite comfortable in his company, except for the butterflies in her stomach—date nerves of wanting someone to like her back. Judging by his manner and smiles, he did like her. But was he just being nice to his new neighbor? After all, they had to live right next door, so it was smart policy to be friendly.

	They talked an hour past the consuming of the last pastry. They paid separate bills, and walked back toward their block. Cara didn’t want to just go home and wonder where this was going, if anywhere. She needed a clear signal. This was churning in the back of her mind as they chatted and walked along, a few puffy clouds floating in the sky, neighbors’ summer flowers blooming. A perfect day with a guy she was very interested in, yet she had somehow forgot how to flirt beyond smiling and acting interested. And with Cormac, she didn’t even need to act. But there was no obvious return signals. Or was she missing them? She felt a little dumb. She hadn’t been out of the game that long, had she?

	They reached his house first, paused, and Cara was a little flustered at it all. This was the point they would part ways to their own houses, and Cara wasn’t going to let the moment go without saying something. And what did he say just now? She was lost in her own head and nerves. She plunged forward through her swirling thoughts and said, “Your bondage porn got me to thinking. I wonder what it’s like to be tied up.”

	The astonished look on Cormac’s face, eyebrows up, way up.

	Cara was immediately embarrassed, and felt the heat creeping up her neck. So stupid. Did she have to say something like that? That’s the best she could come up with? She needed to find a cave and hibernate for several years. Maybe forever. Her cave was right there, she could make a run for it, throwing an apology over her shoulder as she fled, never poking her head out except to go to work and back. And instead of a dog perhaps she’d get a cat or several to keep her company the rest of her life.

	Cormac recovered with a smile. “I can show you, if you like. Wanna come in?”

	Cara sighed, and the abashed feeling receded a few steps. She didn’t expect this, either. Now was he stepping over boundaries? His surprise slid into confidence. She liked confident guys, but not cocky. “Okay,” she said weakly. She wanted to say more things, like apologize for being so blunt. Cara wasn’t even sure she wanted Cormac to tie her up right now, she was looking for a segue to a connection, another date (was the coffee a date?), and now she was stepping inside this guy’s house and he was going to tie her up. The notion was both thrilling and scary. She’d been tied up before, a few times, sometimes at her own suggestion. When it went right, it was seriously great. Other times, with the wrong partner wanting different things from the experience than she, well, less than great. On top of all the other things, she had lied. But it was a small lie right? And a guy into bondage would like to tie up a noob. She convinced herself everything was okay.

	In the living room many of the boxes from yesterday had vanished. A bookshelf had been assembled and loaded with the military fiction Cormac loved. The porn box was no longer here.

	“I’ll get a few things,” Cormac said as he headed upstairs.

	Cara sat on the sofa and waited.

	Cormac returned with a couple of lengths of white rope. “We’ll start easy and slow, okay?”

	She really didn’t know what that meant. Did he mean the bondage would be light, not extreme, like with a hundred ropes and super-tight? She went with the flow. “Okay.”

	“Hold out your hands together.”

	She placed her hands with the insides of her wrists touching. She watched as Cormac wound rope around them, between them, and knotted the business on the insides of her wrists. He straightened up and observed her as she looked to her bound hands. Twisting her wrists back and forth she discovered this bit of bondage was tight but not uncomfortable. She really didn’t feel too helpless like this. Yet her heart fluttered. This feeling of just a bit of restraint had her heart beating faster. She only met this guy yesterday, and that added to the excitement.

	“If anything is too tight, or if you get claustrophobic, just say something.”

	She looked up into his eyes. “Okay. I will.”

	Cormac smiled and knelt by her feet.

	“Should I have taken my sandals off? Now that you’re cleaning up I should have asked about the shoes.”

	“I’ll get them for you right now.” Cormac unbuckled one strap and carefully pulled the sandal away and set it on the floor. She wriggled her toes with the new freedom and Cormac’s eyes zeroed in. Did he had a thing for feet, too? She remembered the model in his video was barefoot. Her other sandal was removed and he carried them both to the foyer before returning, uncoiling that other rope as he knelt at her feet. Her ankles were bound in a similar manner as her wrists. Cormac stood and appraised his captive on the sofa.

	Cara tested the ropes, but not with vigor. There would be no slipping out and running away.

	“How does that feel?”

	Unsure of how to respond, she evaluated her feelings first. This was nice and all, but this was a little too light. Cormac thought she was a first-timer, and although she wasn’t really a player or that experienced, this wasn’t what she had in mind. She wanted to be more helpless than this. But he was being gentle and kind, not aggressive, so this was a good sign. The guy had no obvious red flags so far. “Well, I feel I could hop up, punch you with my two fists, and make a break for the door, hopping.”

	Cormac nodded. “So you’d like to be tied up a little more?”

	“I think so.”

	Instead of heading upstairs for more rope like she expected, Cormac untied the rope from her ankles, but not all the way. He held the ends of the ropes and pulled her bound hands down to her ankles, bending her over, and set about wrapping the lengths between her wrists and ankles. Now her hands and feet were all bound together. Her elbows were on either side of her bare knees, breasts touching her thighs.

	“No punching me and hopping about, now.”

	Cara giggled. “No. Not anymore.” With just an adjustment of the rope, she had been sufficiently hobbled. She wriggled about, feeling Cormac’s intense gaze on her. This was thrilling tempered with a dose of anxiety. But mostly thrilling. She rolled to her side, pulling her hands and feet with her up on the sofa. Her dress hiked up, showing Cormac a nice length of the back of her thighs. And the soles of her bare feet. She shook her hair from her face and through her peripheral vision caught Cormac’s gaze on the bottoms of her feet. Then her ass. His grin indicated he was having a great time. But he made no move to put his hands on her. After all, she just asked what it felt like to be tied up. A lot could have been read into that, but Cormac kept a respectful distance. Too respectful for her taste and rising arousal. It was fun being watched, too.

	“You doing okay?” he asked.

	“Oh yeah. I’m fine.”

	Cormac turned and headed toward the stairs.

	“Where are you going?” She stayed her movements and wondered what was next. She may have rushed things having him tie her up on their second meeting. He might be coming back down with a huge dildo and her butt was about to get a reaming. That couldn’t be it, she reasoned. But what if he returned wearing nothing and sporting a boner aiming for her pussy? She couldn’t do anything to stop him. And would she want to, anyway?

	Coming back down he had more rope and some cloth. He dropped everything on the sofa behind her. He extracted a blue bandanna. “Would you like to try a gag?”

	“Sure. Okay.”

	He folded the cloth lengthwise across the corners and rolled it up. He took her by the shoulders and helped her back up so she was seated, feet on the floor. After moving her hair to her left side, he asked her to open and in went the folded bandanna and the ends knotted firmly at the back of her neck.

	“Hef! Hef!” she cried, her pleas muffled by the cloth.

	Cormac laughed.

	Cara giggled. She liked the feel of the tight cloth pulling at the corners of her mouth.

	After a moment, Cormac pushed her over on the sofa into her previous position, with her soles and thighs and maybe even her panties facing him. She squealed as he did this.

	“If anything I do is out of bounds, just say ‘stop.’”

	What was he going to do? There were no sex toys in that bundle he came back with.

	“Thop,” she said.

	“I didn’t do anything yet, but I’ll stop.”

	“Juth tethtin.” She gave him a thumbs-up.

	“Well, all right.” He grasped her feet with both hands and pressed his thumbs into the wrinkles of her soles, into her arches.

	This actually felt good, but wasn’t that erotic for her. She expected to be spanked. Or something.

	Cormac’s hands drifted to her calves, slid to the backs of her thighs. Now this was getting interesting. He scooted the bottom of her dress higher. She knew her panties were totally exposed to him now. He grasped her ass with one hand, fondled her feet more with the other. He slipped a hand beneath the waist of her panties and paused, probably waiting for her to stop the action, but she wriggled her ass as a go-ahead. Her panties slid down her thighs and she moaned into her gag. This was really getting fun.

	He fondled her ass and she rotated her butt to express her delight in his touch.

	A thumb dove into her pussy and she yelped.

	“You okay?”

	She nodded her head, “Mmm-hmmm.”

	The thumb stayed and stroked, getting wet. His other hand went down to her feet again.

	As his thumb continued stroking, he repositioned so he could lick her soles and suck on her toes. Cara never had anyone worship her feet like this. It was tickly but not too much. She liked it. Especially as he kept pressure and movement on her vagina. Between her thighs a finger crawled, searching. She lifted one knee to give him a bit more room and he discovered her button and moaned. This was gentle and nice. Some guys were clutzy oafs around the tender regions. Not this guy.

	He licked her left sole as he fingered her clit, finding a rhythm. It was good, but she preferred, “Fathter!” she said. The gag was now frustrating, but he understood and picked up the pace. In response, her thighs closed, but he still kept up the new pace, her flesh tight around his hand.

	Cormac sucked her left big toe. Damn, he really loved her toes. But that was background to his finger, now two, massaging her clit.

	“Fathter. Hahdah.” Was she making sense?

	As Cormac applied more pressure and speed without being crazy about it, so she must have articulated clearly. He was a good listener when it counted.

	The orgasm approached. She hoped he didn’t let up. He didn’t. She quivered and howled through the thin gag as the ecstasy washed through her. And fell limp, his fingers still on her, no longer moving.

	His lips released her toe and he moved to face her. Sweat dotted her forehead, her hair clung to her cheeks. Cormac untied her gag.

	A touch breathless, she said, “You never even kissed me.”

	He grinned before bringing his lips to hers.

	Cormac was a good kisser, too.











Chapter 3

The Kidnapping and the Keeping




	On Sunday, Cara’s day off, she finished the last touches on her eye makeup. She cast a critical eye on her appearance, and liked what she saw. Her hair, teased to a wavy perfection, flowed down to her breasts. Her breasts, released from bra duty for today, peeped their nipples from the fabric of her red tank top. Her tank top dropped over the belt of her denim shorts that were very, very short. She had a pedicure just yesterday, and her toenails gleamed red and her soles were supple and smooth. She knew Cormac’s buttons and was certain she pressed them all with this simple, casual outfit.

	And now, the wait.

	She situated herself at the breakfast nook table, at the chair with her back to the door leading into the garage. With her Kindle in hand, she picked up where she had left off and tried to lose herself in the world where spacecraft traveled faster than light and a misunderstood alien race made peace overtures to an aggressive sect of humanity.

	Cara kept losing track. There were other fantasies dancing in her head, distracting fantasies. And a relentless anticipation. 

	A small smile grew as she heard a car enter her open garage. The engine cut off. Finally.

	Now there was no way she could even read and absorb a single sentence, yet she kept her gaze nailed to that little screen.

	She heard the door behind her open. The intruder was being as sneaky as possible, she could tell by the lack of squeaking hinges. The door was being pushed open very slowly. Breathing in, she waited, acting like she could hear nothing, acting like it was a fine Sunday reading in the nook, sunshine streaming through the shears over the window.

	A hand clamped hard over her lips and she dropped the Kindle to the table. “Mmmmm!” she squealed beneath the strong hand. A muscled arm wrapped over her limbs. Pinned to the chair and voiceless to call for help, she froze, eyes searching for the face of the intruder. That face was hidden behind a black, hooded mask. The brown eyes were hard with determination. And lust.

	A hot breath whispered in her ear. “Do as I say, and everything will be fine.”

	She nodded.

	The hand lingered over her mouth for another moment. “Mmm?”

	The hand peeled away from her lips, leaving a distinct kiss on the palm. She considered screaming, but she knew this man was far stronger than she. Cara remained still in her chair.

	The voice now above and behind her ordered, “Put your hands behind your back.”

	She gasped. “Are you going to tie me up?”

	The hand returned swiftly, covering her mouth. “Do not speak. Just obey. Or things could take a turn. A bad turn.”

	She nodded, not daring to vocalize again.

	“Now, your hands. Behind your back.”

	Cara scootched forward on her chair and crossed her wrists behind her. As she felt rope encircling her wrists, her mind ran in several directions. Was this a robbery and she was to be bound to the chair and gagged as her house was ransacked? Was this a kidnapping and she was about to be carried off somewhere and hidden until the ransom was paid? Was this a man on the run and he needed a place to hide and a hostage? All the options sounded delightful.

	With her hands tightly bound at the small of her back, she dared a look behind her. Her captor dug within a backpack on the floor and produced another length of rope. She looked straight ahead again.

	He brought her ankles together and bound them. The masked man stood and pulled cloth from his pocket.

	“You don’t have to gag me,” whispered Cara.

	He squeezed her cheeks with one hand, pressing flesh to teeth, and her mouth involuntarily opened. The wad of white cloth was stuffed in. Large enough to make Cara worry it was too much, more than mouth-filling. Her eyes watered. Her face was released from the hard grip and tape was ripped from the roll and stuck over her lips and the bits of cloth protruding. Then another, and another, and two more.

	The roll of duct tape was dropped into the backpack beside her. He pinched a nipple through the thin fabric of her tank top and she yelped, “Mmm!” Her reaction was swallowed by the cloth and tape. The masked man smiled. “Nice and quiet.”

	He pulled her chair, and her, further from the table, making her squeal once more in surprise. He shouldered his backpack and with an arm beneath her knees and the other gripping an ass cheek and lifting, he hoisted her up as if she weighed nothing, providing her with a view of his ass and the floor tile. She was now bent over his shoulder. He turned and carried her through the open door to the garage. An SUV sat there, backed in, the hatch open, nothing in the back but a single coil of white rope. Cara was sat on the floor of the rear of the vehicle. The man climbed in with her, handled her to flip her on her belly facing the front. Her feet were pushed to her butt and that coil of rope was looped between the cinch in her ankles, through the cinch at her wrists, and back to the ankles and she was hogtied in a jiffy.

	The man sat back. Cara didn’t dare a glance back at him. His hand wandered over her feet and lingered. Her thighs were squeezed. Her ass kneaded through her shorts. He chuckled and exited, closing the hatch with a thunk!

	After a moment the driver’s door opened, the backpack thrown into the passenger seat. He climbed in and started the engine. He put the car in drive, then back to park. He sighed and pulled the mask off. And away they drove, pulling into the street. 

	Cara tried to feel for knots she could pick at since Cormac was paying attention to the road. She couldn’t feel anything but taut rope. Where did he place the knots? Probably the knot to her hogtie was at the front of her ankles, out of reach. The one at her wrists buried beneath the wraps of that hogtie connector. She sighed in frustration. And delight. This was so exciting! She’d been kidnapped, tied up, carried to the back of a car and driven off! She was claimed and owned. No escape. And she knew that face beneath the mask was quite handsome. Well, no mask anymore, he had chucked it to drive without attracting attention. Maybe he forgot to blindfold her. As long as things like this kept happening with her Sundays, this guy was a keeper. Although she was the one stolen and kept.

So, where were they headed?

	She had lived in that house for three years, so she knew the area well. After a few turns they were headed south down a four-lane boulevard. The hum of the engine and the hum of the wheels on the road felt nice. Not as nice as the tight ropework that kept her captive. The gag was a bit much, and her jaws had begun to ache. Not bad, but she liked the thoroughness and effectiveness of it. She’d never been gagged like this before.

	What if they were pulled over by a cop? She couldn’t even explain anything until ungagged, and by then Cormac would be sitting in a police cruiser, himself cuffed. That would be so bad. Cara hoped he was cognizant enough to make sure the taillights and brake lights and such were in good working order. And the license plate tab. She shouldn’t worry about such things, but that was her nature. She’d been kidnapped: She should relax in her hogtie and have fun!

	They drove on through the light Sunday traffic. Cormac looked back at her about once a minute, the enjoyment in his eyes on full display. She wriggled her tied up feet at him and he swerved and tapped the brakes. No collision or anything. She didn’t know what happened up there in the cockpit, but it made her giggle. She didn’t do that again.

	Cara didn’t completely lose track of time, she figured they spent nearly half an hour on the road before she felt the SUV pulling up a driveway and stopping. The light dimmed as they entered a garage. The garage door hummed closed and it darkened further.

	The hatch opened and Cormac had become the masked man again. He climbed in beside her and pushed her onto her side. Her top was pulled up and his hands ran across her breasts. Cara moaned through her gag. She felt used, which was fantastic. She’d been captured and now she was owned. She would be stored somewhere, maybe in a cage in a basement, taken out for a fuck now and again before being put away for safe keeping.

	Now Cormac’s lips and tongue dallied with her nipples. His teeth took one to task and she cried out beneath the mouth-filling gag. The jaw ache had been forgotten for the moment.

	He rolled her back onto her belly. Ropes were loosened and her feet flopped to the floor of the vehicle. Cormac left and she heard a door opening. He didn’t return right way. Cara cautiously sat up and looked. The garage was lit by a single bulb in the garage door opener in the ceiling. The button to open the garage was set into the wall next to the house entrance. Cara considered, hesitated, then went for it. She swung her legs out from the SUV, her bare feet on the cold concrete. She hopped to the button and maneuvered to push it with her hands still tied behind her. The automatic door hummed to life. She hopped to the opening door, daylight spilling into the garage, illuminating her bound and gagged form. Footsteps behind her, still in the house. She dropped to her ass, ready to roll out onto the driveway as soon as there was room. Now the footsteps were in the garage, along with a frustrated groan of her captor. She lay down, rolled, but a hand caught her by the arm and hauled her roughly back. Cara had not completely crossed the threshold. Cormac marched back and punched the door button to close it back.

She wondered if anyone had saw her. 

	Cormac picked her up, tossed her over his shoulder, carried her like before, a fireman’s carry, but this time out of a garage into the house proper. Through another door they went and down the basement stairs. So she was to be kept in a basement! How perfect. Cormac held her with strength and balance as they traversed the stairs. She gasped as she looked around once they reached the floor. Against one wall stood a wooden X, a good seven feet tall. No cages, but that X looked a little scary. And that’s where he carried her. Cormac bent over so her feet were earthbound again, leaned her standing against the X. From a pocket he extracted a rope and looked her up and down.

	“Since you tried to escape, I have to take measures. Careful measures.”

	He turned her so her back faced to him. The ends of the rope were slipped into the cinch of her wrists, and her arms were pulled up high behind her, bending her over.

	“Mmmmmm!”

	Cara had been connected to something in the beamed basement ceiling. The strain in her shoulders taxed her.

	Her feet were untied. She watched helplessly as one foot was tied to a leg of the X, and then the other. Her spread legs added to the pressure of her strenuous position. The hard concrete was cold on her bare feet. This was all new to her.

	As her breasts hung down in this position, Cormac took advantage and groped them. First, through her tank top, then he peeled it up for skin-to-skin. He pinched her nipple roughly. 

	“Mmmph!”

	“Perhaps you need punishment.”

	Cara shook her hear furiously, tossing her hair.

	“I disagree. Not that your input matters.”

	“Mmm?”

	Cormac reached up, and after a moment her hands collapsed to the small of her back. She was relieved. That was a hard position, and she was thankful to not tarry in it too long. Her hands were untied, another relief, although she knew it would be brief. She would take any relief that came her way at this point.

	Cormac took her left hand and stretched it near the apex of the X on that side. As he concentrated on affixing her hand there, she slowly drew her right hand to her face, feeling the tape. Tensing her face against the coming pull, she picked at an edge until she managed a grip and yanked.

	That hurt!

	The tape peeled back across half of her mouth and she tried to grip and extract the wadding, but it all took too many precious seconds. He was on her, hands gripping her free hand and pushing it up to the opposite of her left. He pinned that arm, got more rope from a pocket. Cara worked the wadding with her teeth and tongue, pushing it out. As he secured her right wrist, the wet clump of cloth plopped to the floor.

	Her jaw was difficult to move, but she opened to yell, “Help!” just as a hand stifled her, clamping over her face tightly. Cormac’s eyes were solid ice with displeasure at his toy being so rebellious.

	“Now you’re making me get a new gag.” As he glared directly into her eyes a hand crept from below and caressed a breast, still exposed and free. The only part of her free, her tits. A hard hand pressed against her face, and gentle one on her breast. That didn’t last. Her nipple was tweaked and twisted and she yelped into his hand. He smiled at her reaction. “I don’t think anyone can hear you through the glass block windows. But I like to be sure.” He held her timid gaze for a moment. “I’m going to get another gag. If you vocalize even the gentlest of whispers, you will be in pain. Understand?”

	She nodded.

	He drew back his hand and walked to an old shelving unit built into a corner.

	Although tempted to test the waters of this play, Cara dared not make a sound. The titty twisters were pretty bad. She feared there was pain-inducing things in this basement. But were there? The video she had caught him viewing was all struggle, not pain. Was that just a flavor of the evening? She didn’t get a look at his entire collection. She regretted not snooping when she had the chance after he had fallen asleep after a bout of sex.

	He returned to her with a red ballgag in hand, black leather straps dangling. Cara knew what these things were, but never had one in her mouth. This one in particular looked more complex than the ones featured in movies and TV series.

	“Open.”

	She obeyed and opened. The ball was shoved past her teeth. Two straps buckled beneath her chin, two more over her face that met in a ring just above her eyes. The last behind her head. Straps crisscrossed her face, the ball locked into her mouth. “Mmmm?”

	“Yes, you can talk all you like, now.” He grinned. “If you somehow had both hands free it would take you some time to get that out. It might be fun to watch you try. But let’s figure some punishment for you.”

	Cara shook her head. As much as she enjoyed being tied up and possessed, this punishment business gave her anxiety. And she couldn’t tell if it were the good or the bad kind. Probably the bad.

	Cormac retreated to the shelves. There were a lot of plastic boxes and drawers over there. It probably wasn’t an extensive rope and gag collection. She looked up at her wrists and examined how she was bound. The ropes had been threaded through rings fastened into the wood. No knots visible. Well, she was here for the duration. A thrill shivered up her back.

	Cormac returned with a silver chain. Once he got close, she figured out what the things were at either end: nipple clamps. She hoped they wouldn’t hurt too much. But some. The little hurts so far were fun. He centered the first one on her left nipple, and screwed it, tighter and tighter until she grunted into that ball in her mouth. He mirrored the action with her other, and this time she got vocal before it hurt too much. This gave her lopsided pressure and pain. And she wished she would have made noise sooner on the first one.

	Gripping her chin with his hand, her lifted her face to his. This whole thing was a mindfuck. She was helpless in a basement, gagged, little painful metal things on her nipples, and all these feelings—being a captive, an object of possession and desire, being entirely owned, crashed into her, and it all felt so right. So arousing. There was a balance between danger and fear and yet, feeling safe and protected. This was where she belonged. Her thighs quivered.

	Her breath caught as Cormac pulled a pair of heavy-duty scissors from a back pocket. Her mind went to dark places and fear crept up her throat. Cormac unbuckled and pulled the belt from her shorts. He kept the waist of her shorts from her belly and started cutting the denim. He was getting her naked and destroying her shorts! Well, she hadn’t been very cooperative. Goodbye shorts. The denim remnants were tossed away. Her panties were cut from her next.

	 Cormac reached down and found her wet clit immediately, and stroked her gently. That grin returned, probably at finding her so physically turned on. She wasn’t just wet down there, water filled her eyes from all the physical and psychological input. Overwhelming. A tidal wave of mixed emotion and sensation.

	She moaned.

	He released her chin and her head hung. She’d been wrung out from the activity, and they hadn’t really done that much today. But she’d never been with someone who knew that they were doing and applied that knowledge with care and love.

	Cara kept moaning as Cormac kept up with the stimulation. She had expected a whipping or something, but now, just some clamps and an orgasm. Which was great.

	Then he stopped. Where the hell was he going? Now she moaned in a pleading tone. He was back at those shelves. The waiting was also part of the game, the needing him to return and pay attention to his toy.

	“Mmmmm?”

	His back was to her. She couldn’t tell what he was up to. He turned and she everything became clear as a cold mountain lake: He had unbuttoned and unzipped and was sporting a throbbing erection with a rubber sheath. She was about to be drilled while standing up. 

	He slipped right inside her and she squealed. His knees were bent to be at the correct height to get inside, but he was plenty strong and could probably bang like this for hours. Not that she could weather such a marathon. She was on the edge. Judging by Cormac’s heavy breathing, he was, too.

	He had started slowly, gripping her shoulders from behind, getting the rhythm and stance coordinated before he plowed her with a ferocity. This was that she needed right now. The clamps biting her nipples were a part of the chorus of pleasure cascading through her, along with all the emotional notes of the day. Of the week! She threw her head back, her legs, her whole body, shaking like a California trembler. Cara’s orgasm began, and the room faded nearly to black before she squeezed her eyes shut, the lightning spawning in her loins radiating to her toes and up through her fingers like lightning. She realized she was screaming, screaming into that gag which kept the neighbors from knowing about this captive in the basement being taken, this toy being used.

	Did she pass out? It felt like it. Maybe for a second.

	Cormac finished, growling his own song of release.

	Panting like he’d run a relay, he straightened up and kissed her on the forehead. He left her and she pitched forward in exhaustion.

	He was back with his pants up and zipped. He unbuckled the ballgag at the three points and pulled the ball from her mouth carefully. Spit dropped to the floor.

	Cormac didn’t say anything. He kissed her gently.

◆◆◆

	In the bathtub full of bubbles Cara was being cleansed by her master, her owner. He liked to care for his toy, make sure she was well kept, well cared for. The marks of the ropes were still angry, red and pink and a bit swollen in places. She had struggled a lot. But the bath was soothing. His touch with the sponge delicate. The day had been rough, and it was ending perfectly with tenderness.

	Cormac sat the sponge in the bubbles and it sank into them, disappearing. He offered her the glass of wine waiting on the sink counter. The corners of her lips, bearing the marks of the ballgag strap, turned up at the corners slightly. Cara sipped. Once. Twice. She handed the glass back to Cormac.

	She sighed. “I’m so happy we’re neighbors.” Cara stared deeply into his eyes, and allowed herself to whirl down their vortex.

	She was his.	







E N D


If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page! Could there be a part two? Yes!
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