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Chapter 1

The Exploration




Victor paused before emerging from the trail in the woods. He looked back to Dahlia and held his finger to his lips. She nodded and smiled. Through the foliage of branches, leaves, and vines he peered, scanning. The brickwork of the four-story abandoned asylum dominated, most of the windows broken. A smaller building off to the left, more distant, poked its tiled roof above the weed-choked compound. Victor saw no one. No cops, no security, no fellow explorers.

He turned back to Dahlia, who patiently waited, a blue ballcap over her long brunette locks, a black T-shirt reining in her sizeable bosom, her nips just barely poking the fabric.

“Ready?” he whispered.

“We have to run now?"

“Yep. Just follow me.” Victor gave the landscape another glance before sprinting out of the woods, across the clearing. Dahlia kept on his heels, arms pumping. Their shoes crunched glass; branches of two-foot saplings grabbed at their jeans; a beer can bounced away with a short metallic clang as Victor inadvertently kicked it.

     Up the five cracked limestone steps into the dark opening that once framed double doors. Cool and darkness, and no sound but their panting breath. They both leaned on the faded green wall with peeling paint and cracked plaster. Victor puffed with his hands on his bent knees. Dahlia leaned back and straight, hand over her chest. “Been a long time since I did a wind sprint,” she said between breaths.

“Me…too,” replied Victor with a grin.

The late summer day was hot and humid, but not dreadfully so. They planned on exploring the old, abandoned grounds of a compound that had once been a hospital, then an asylum, and later, a boys’ home. But for the past twenty years nature and graffiti artists had been reclaiming the crumbling buildings. To reach the place, they had to park innocently at a local coffee shop and set off on foot on a trail behind the strip mall into the woods until they hit the dirt road, then crawl through a hole in the chain-link fence, follow a faint trail to the clearing where they made their run for the main building.

Victor’s breathing eased up and he shucked off his backpack to fish out his flashlight.

Dahlia pushed from her wall and turned her back to him. “Get mine.”

Victor unzipped the smaller compartment of her pack and handed her the slender light. He reshouldered his pack and walked on. “I think I remember the way.”

“We’re not going to get lost in here, are we?”

“The place ain’t that big. It’s been a while, but I should remember.”

“Mmm-hmmm. I’m trusting you.”

Victor hadn’t been here since his early college days. Now mid-twenties, he had the urge to show his new girlfriend Dahlia the place. Her taste for adventure and horror movies shadowed his own.

The hall continued, and open doors along the way kept it light enough so their flashlights weren’t necessary. They came to the well-lit the main entrance, with its debris-strewn black and white marble-tiled floors and large staircase ascending, the ornate wooden railing missing in spots.

“Ah, around here.” Through a wide opening and another door half-busted and hanging by a single hinge, Victor flicked on his flashlight to reveal descending steps. “Here we are.”

“Spooky.”

They descended beyond the reach of the natural light from above to a concrete-walled corridor streaked with red, black, and blue graffiti. “I think this used to be a morgue, but they cleared out all the stuff,” said Victor. He shined his light in another doorless passage finding a set of stairs. “This is it.” This flight carried them to an abyss-dark tunnel. Victor turned his flashlight both ways. “The tunnel system connects all the buildings.”

“I feel like we’ll discover someone’s dumped body down here.”

“I think all the serial killers know the local kids play around here too much for a body to stay undiscovered for too long.”

“Comforting.”

Victor led the way. The dank, underground air chilled their skin. They splashed though the occasional puddle, kicked aside cans and glass and odd debris as they walked. They passed a caged-in area filled with rusty containers. The gallon-sized ones were labeled as water. Scattered nearby were cans of food. “The tunnels doubled as a fallout shelter for the whole place,” said Victor as they passed.

They soon emerged from the tunnel and went up a flight of steps. Through another doorless door frame they walked through an old storeroom, before emerging into the light. Arched windows, two stories tall, welcomed in the sun. Iron ladders, stairs, and catwalks crossed the space. Large tables and ruined rollers led to an open iron door of a defunct furnace.

“What is this place?” asked Dahlia, turning off her flashlight, smiling open-mouthed at the splendid ruins.

“A foundry, or something. I’m not sure. Cool, huh?”

“Wow. Yeah.” She wandered about in a circle, gaping at the marvels abandoned to rust and rot.

While Dahlia’s wide eyes darted here and there, Victor unshouldered his backpack and took out two coils of rope and two bandannas. He quietly-rezipped and stuffed his back pockets with the items as he gazed at his new girlfriend’s ass in her jeans. She didn’t have hiking pants. He walked up behind her as she squinted at the light coming in through the grilles and grabbed her arms above the elbows and pulled her close.

“Hey!”

Victor slid his hands down her arms and pulled her wrists behind her.

She tugged away, but not hard. Just a token resistance. “What are you up to?”

With her wrists crossed and held with his left, he reached for a coil of rope in his back pocket and shook it loose. The rope was quickly coiled about her slender wrists.

“Hey! Hey! You! You’re tying me up in this spooky-ass place?”

“Isn’t it perfect?” Victor continued his ropework.

“Well, some teens can come strolling along at any minute. There’s that. Which is less than perfect.”

“Think they might try to save you?”

“I doubt it. If they’re boys they might want to join in.”

Victor laughed as he finished the knot. “You might be right.” He spun her around to face him. He loved the look of a woman with her hands bound behind her. From the front or behind.

Dahlia raised an eyebrow and smirked. 

Victor extracted the bandanna from a pocket and dangled it from his fingers.

“Oh? Was I running my mouth too much?

“Always. You might attract lurking teens.”

“Gonna make me scream, huh?”

“It’s in the plans,” Victor replied as he knelt and folded the bandanna on his thigh. He made a knot in the middle as Dahlia watched him.

She sighed with a touch of drama. “You and your nefarious and diabolical plans. I thought we were just doing the urban spelunking thing.”

Victor stood. “You act like you hardly know me.”

“It’s only been a couple of months.” She batted her eyelashes in mock innocence.

“Keep that pretty mouth open,” Victor ordered, raising the knotted bandanna.

Dahlia rolled her eyes and parted her lips to accept the gag.

Victor loved working that large knot behind her teeth. He spun her around and tied the ends of the bandanna gag beneath her long hair. Her hair was a little damp from their activity. Her warm scent was another thing Victor loved about Dahlia. He took her by the arm and led her over to an iron ladder along a wall. He pressed her back against it the cold rungs, his hand on her chest above her breasts. Their eyes locked. He reached with his free hand and took her hair, pulling her head back. His teeth grazed the skin of her sweat-dappled neck, raising a purr from his gagged captive. He nipped her earlobe and dragged his tongue along her neck to the top of her T-shirt.

He stepped back, eyes slipping up and down her. More rope came out of a pocket. He placed a slipknot beneath her armpits, stepped up on the lower rung, their legs touching, and hoisted her up from behind, causing a little surprised “Mmmph!” to escape that gag. She was now tethered to a rung just above her head.

Two more ropes, one for each ankle, each ankle to a siderail, the white rope now dirty from being dragged across the filthy floor of the old place, but contrasting nicely with her dark jeans above her worn, white Nikes.

Her eyes never left him. She looked expectant, eyebrows raised.

He slid a hand up her shirt as he leaned in to kiss her lips around the gag. Her tongue darted out to meet his. Victor’s hand made it to her thin sports bra and he cupped her breast, thumb circling her hardening nipple. Dahlia moaned softly. Victor’s hand pushed that bra away from her tit to get skin-on-skin. He pinched her nipple, eliciting a yelp.

Victor released her hair and pulled up her shirt, baring her breasts. He bent his knees to kiss her underboob, making his way to her cinnamon nipple, which he kissed, sucked, and bit.

“Mmmmmmm!”

Victor knew he could play with her tits for days straight, but another part of hers called for attention. Her shirt fell back down as he unbuttoned her pants and ran the zipper down. He looked to her eyes and noted both her arousal and a dash of concern in her blues. Maybe she wasn’t up to being totally nude in an abandoned building. Well, he didn’t want to scare her, or even make her uncomfortable. His hand burrowed into her panties without pushing her pants down. Victor’s fingers delighted in the land of moist. He wasn’t sure just how turned on she was in this strange environment, but the answer lay at his fingertips.

With a finger on either side of her clit he stroked gently. Dahlia’s head tilted back, her back arched. A muffled moan escaped. Her loved her gagged moans as much as her tits. He quickened the action of his fingers as he bit her neck and rubbed his throbbing cock against her hip.

Dahlia went rigid. Was she cumming? Or about to?

“Mmmmph! Mmmmph!” these were whispered hisses through the gag. What was wrong? He pulled away. She darted her eyes to behind him. “Omons hummin!”

It took a second for the gagtalk to translate: Someone’s coming! “Shit!”

“Un himee!”

He knew she said to untie her, but first he zipped her jeans and pulled her shirt all the way down. Shit! There was way too much rope to get anything undone. Victor’s sex sweat quickly morphed to panic sweat. No telling who was coming. Voices echoed. Close. Too damn close. He tugged at the ropes around her left ankle.

“Aw cool!” exclaimed a male voice from behind.

Victor spun around to see two guys, maybe high school seniors, gaping at the scene. Both sported jet-black dyed hair and metal rings in their ears and lips. Black T-shirts blared bands Victor had never heard of.

The taller one nudged his friend. “I told you all sorts of crazy shit goes on down here!”

Dahlia laughed though her gag. Victor could see the combination of mirth and embarrassment in her eyes.

“You guys keep doing what you’re doing,” said the shorter fellow. “We’ll keep exploring.”

Victor was speechless. At least his boner disappeared in the panic.

The two black-clad spelunkers walked on the other side of the furnace out of sight. They had changed subjects already, something about an all-ages-show at a downtown club that very night. And some girl they both really hoped would be there.

Dahlia still lightly giggled.

Smirking, Victor shook his head. “Maybe this wasn’t the best idea.” He pulled the gag free.

“Actually, this was a great idea. Too bad you can’t reserve the place for bondage shenanigans.”

“Then it would cost too much.” Victor bent over to work the knots binding her ankle to the ladder rail. 

“True, true.” She whistled. “You have to finish me back at the apartment.”

Victor looked up. “How about in the car?”

“No, boner boy. Let’s have a little privacy.”





Chapter 2

The Birthday Game




Text from Dahlia: I told Hannah about what happened in the old abandoned compound.

Victor: Okay. Why?

Dahlia: I thought she’d get a kick out of it. She’s my bestie. Calm your tits.

Victor: All right. My tits have calmed. But maybe I’m not that comfortable with your bestie knowing my kinks.

Dahlia: They’re my kinks, too! You don’t have ownership of my kinks. Maybe I told her about my bondage kink and being tied up and gagged in the foundry.

Victor: I’m over it. It’s fine. Hannah’s cool.

Dahlia: Damn right she’s cool!

Victor: Well, what did she say?

Dahlia: At first, she was like isn’t that dangerous? And I said not really. She laughed her ass off at us getting caught. And those boys’ reaction. Then she said we ought to be more careful.

Victor: It was fun. How can we be more careful?

Dahlia: She said we need a lookout.

Victor: That’s a great idea. But do we want someone along when we’re playing around?

Dahlia: She volunteered. I wouldn’t mind her around. Would you?

Victor: I guess not.

Dahlia: Anyway, we got to talking more. She likes the idea of being kidnapped and carried away to that place. Like a movie scene. Tied up and thrown in the trunk. Driven out there. Walked to some spooky room and tied up more. Like a ransom plot or something.

(pause)

Dahlia: You still there?

Victor: Sorry. Was processing.

Dahlia: What does that mean?

Victor: I mean, this took me by surprise. So, was this a proposal? Did you tell her we’d do this?

Dahlia: I told her I’d talk to you! And now I’m talking to you.

Victor: So, how would this work? Did you guys talk about that?

Dahlia: Yes. Some. But if the idea sounds okay with you, we should all get together and have this conversation. In person.

Victor: ok

Dahlia: I expected a different reaction. Like FUCK YEAH or something.

Victor: I’m just caught off guard. Of course I’d love to play bondage games with the three of us. So let’s schedule a talk so we can hash this out. I mean, does she want to be tied up and smacked around?

(pause)

Victor: Now did you go somewhere?

Dahlia: I was laughing. That just seemed so out of left field. Or maybe you have your dick out right now.

Victor: No.

Dahlia: You’re over there spanking it to this convo.

Victor: Am not.

Dahlia: You wanna have this meeting or whatever tomorrow after work?

Victor: That’s fine. My place?

Dahlia: I’ll text her and then hit you back.

◆◆◆

Victor didn’t have a thing for redheads, but Hannah was a stunner. He’d always kept these thoughts to himself, but he sure fantasized about tying her up sometimes. Her light freckles, full, red lips, and a wide, killer smile, and blue eyes. He’d looked that up: A redhead with blue eyes was extremely rare. Like one out of a thousand. She had long legs, C-cup boobs and this perfect, round ass. A runway model type. He was barely taller than her with his six-foot frame. Generally, he considered his perfect girl to be a little shorter, maybe a wee bit thicker, and definitely bigger tits. Like Dahlia. He lucked out with Dahlia, for sure. And her taking to bondage wasn’t just icing on the cake, it was the ultimate Sealer of All Deals. He had resolved to do whatever it took to keep her around. And this sudden bondage business with her hot friend, well, it could go wrong and put him in hot water. He’d have to go with the flow. Follow Dahlia’s lead. Be cool about it. Not make it seem like he’d jizz all over Dahlia’s bestie once they had her all tied up and gagged.

Earlier they had their “pregame meeting,” as Hannah had termed it. It went well. Hannah’s birthday was midweek, but she wanted to celebrate Sunday night, getting kidnapped and tied up in a dirty abandoned place. She knew about the compound, nearly everyone did, but never gave it any thought until Dahlia told her the story. Everyone agreed that Sunday was the better night to do this since more spelunkers would likely be out and about Friday and Saturday night.

Victor was more nervous about the first phase of the plan: the kidnapping of Hannah from her apartment. There were tons of people living there, and not everyone would be asleep for their 9-5 job. There were plenty of retail and restaurant workers in the place. Hannah had insisted it would be safe, as long as they were careful. Victor suspected her desire for this kidnap fantasy stretched her reasoning ability. But he wasn’t going to argue. He was going to help put this girl in bondage (and hope the police don’t get called).

Sunday night, five minutes before eleven, Victor pulled into Hanna’s apartment complex, Dahlia riding shotgun. Hannah had a designated covered parking spot, which she had left empty for them. It was the closest they were going to get to the extraction point. Victor backed the car in. He looked to Hannah’s apartment door, #104. So, out the door, down five steps, then another ten or so paces to the back of the car. Maybe she was right. Easy. He sure hoped so. 

Dahlia grinned at him in the dark of the car. “You look nervous.”

“Yeah. Maybe because I am. You look pretty excited.”

“Same reason.” She giggled. “This will be fun! Quit overthinking.”

“Hey. I’m here. We’re gonna do this. But allow me some nerves.”

“Some kidnapper you are.”

“I’ll bet you real kidnappers get a little nervous before a job! Like most stage actors do.”

“Oh, listen to Mr. Professional Kidnapper here mansplaining things.”

Victor rolled his eyes and sighed. “One of us has to be careful. You’d drag her out the front door screaming as you laughed that cackle of yours.”

Dahlia cackled and quickly put a hand over her mouth, eyes wide at Victor. “Don’t make fun of my laugh.”

“Your laugh is adorable. But a cackling kidnapper would get caught.”

“It’s not a cackle.” She dropped her hand from her face and batted her eyes at him, feigning butthurt.

“Fine. It’s an adorable expression of joy. A delicate laugh that tinkles the bells of cherubs.”

She hit him in the shoulder. “Bastard. Okay. Do we look like kidnappers?” With her hands she indicated her clothing: black T-shirt, blue jeans, worn sneakers.

“God, I hope not.” Victor had on a similar outfit, except he wore hiking boots. “Maybe we should have worn high visibility vests. Like we’re workers fixing her cable.”

“At eleven at night. Sure, Mr. Criminal Mastermind.”

“Okay, plumbers, then. Plumbers are called out for emergencies like a pipe break.”

“We’re here and it’s time. We’re not shopping for vests. Ready? Let’s go. Kiss for luck.”

Victor leaned in for that kiss. It was no peck. Dahlia kissed him like she really meant it, a horny kiss. With a little tongue. “Okay. I’m ready now,” he opened his door.

They donned their backpacks in the covered parking lit by little LEDs in the ceiling. They closed the car doors quietly as possible and marched around to the back of the apartment building. Victor counted the sliding glass doors, one, two, three…and four: this was Hannah’s. They paused. No light was on in the living room. The two exchanged one more glance before Victor slid it open. Both crept in, Victor looking back to check the other apartments in the complex with lights on. No silhouettes in any of the windows. He slid the door shut before closing the vertical blinds.

In the dark, they both fished their headlamps from their pockets and put them on. Wordlessly, they flicked them on to the red light, so as not to spoil their night vision and it was less likely to awaken a sleeper if they got the light in Hannah’s eyes. Dahlia pulled off her backpack, unzipped, pulled out two coils of rope. Victor got the gagging material from his. Hanna led the way through the dining room to the bedroom door, which lay open. A tiny butterfly nightlight shone its wan, multicolored light against the far wall. Hannah was in the bed, beneath the quilt, on her side, facing away from them. Her long hair draped both pillows. A foot peeked from the blanket, her soft bare sole catching Victor’s eyes. His light lingered on that pretty sole for an extra few seconds. He hoped Dahlia didn’t notice. 

Dahlia placed a hand on Victor’s chest to stop his progress and whispered in his ear, her breath hot and tingling, “I’ll pull off the blanket, you grab her by the mouth and pin her arms. Then I’ll tie her feet first.”

Victer gave her a thumbs-up. He crept to the head of the bed, Dahlia to the foot. Gingerly, she grasped the blanket and pulled it away. Hannah didn’t flinch. And Victor stared at the tableaux before him, bathed in the red light. Hannah lay on her side, ass to him, covered by little sleep shorts. Her long legs were bare. A tight tank barely covered her top half. He really wanted to see her from the front and check out her breasts, but it was his move and he stood on pause, gaping. Victor shook off his paralysis and placed a knee on the bed, right behind her back. She shifted as the bed dipped with his weight. Hannah sniffed, her left arm moved, Victor pulled her to his chest and wrapped his legs about her arms and clamped his right hand over her mouth as Dahlia leapt up and sat on her legs, her ass toward Victor.

“Mmmmmmm!” screeched Hannah beneath Victor’s palm. And he loved it! She twisted and writhed in a panic, but he held her fast. His right arm was right below her breasts, which he could feel through the thin tank top. Dahlia blocked his view of her roping Hannah’s ankles. Judging by Dahlia’s lack of cursing, it had to be going well. Hannah kept squirming and shifting, rubbing her back against his cock. With his hand over her lips and this friction, he soon prodded her with his erect rod. He was embarrassed, but had no way to move out of his position without releasing her. He wasn’t about to do that. He had worried about something like this happening, but damn it, not in the first minute of the game!

“I got her feet done,” announced Dahlia in a hissed whisper. “Flip her over.”

“Mmmmmm!”

Victor rolled over, maintained his grip on Hannah’s face and his legs and left arm around her arms. Now both of them were face down and asses up.

Smack!

“Mmmph!”

Even Victor flinched as Dahlia smacked Hannah’s ass.

“Cross your hands behind you,” ordered Dahlia. “Now!”

Victor felt Hannah’s arms move and shift. The tying of her wrists was going on below his butt. But soon Dahlia would be done and he could see. He really wanted to see. Not that handgagging this pretty, wriggling damsel wasn’t fun. It absolutely was.

“She’s tied. Let’s get her gagged,” said Dahlia. “Flip her back over.”

Victor rolled over again, this time unwrapping his legs from Hannah’s body, but keeping his hand over her mouth, and the back of her head pressed against his chest. He scootched his lower torso away from her back so his hard dick wouldn’t prod her anymore. His left hand was free to hand Dahlia the gagging material. 

Dahlia looked evil in the red light, her grin malevolent. “Sweetheart, when he takes his hand from your mouth, you’re going to open that yap but not make a sound, right?”

Hannah nodded beneath Victor’s hand.

Dahlia held up the balled-up white linen napkin (that looked red in their lights) and Victor lifted his hand. Swiftly, the ball of cloth was stuffed into Hannah’s mouth. Hannah’s eyes bugged out. Her cheeks bulged slightly as Dahlia mercilessly crammed the whole thing past her teeth. With an evil grin Dahlia tweaked Hannah’s nipple, making her squeal, a squeal mostly swallowed by the large cloth in her mouth.

“Nice,” said Dahlia. “Push her forward just a bit.”

Victor moved Hannah’s head from his chest.

“Help me with this.” Dahlia stretched the fabric across Hannah’s mouth and between her lips. She wound it once by herself, overlapping the first wind. “I got it, I think,” she said as she made another pass. Three more wraps and the bandage now went over her lips, securing that wad in place. At the last bit, she tucked it beneath all the other wraps. Dahlia wasn’t finished, picking up the roll of electrical tape. Hannah’s eyes widened again. “I like to be sure you can’t alert anyone for our little trip, sweetheart.” The black tape was stretched around Hannah’s head three times, bisecting the wrap of the bandage. It was employed to keep that wrap secure, having little muffling effect at this point.

Dahlia stood up from the bed, hands on hips, looking down on her best friend, bound and thoroughly gagged. She smiled. Victor still held her just below the shoulders. “Nice,” said Dahlia. She went to the wall switch and turned on the light. “May as well take a good look at you.”

Victor wanted a look, too. He released the captive. He turned off his headlamp and stood next to his girlfriend.

Hannah glared back at the two, sitting among the rumpled remains of the bedcovers with her knees bent slightly, her feet flat on the mattress. Her black toenail polish caught Victor’s eyes. The massive gag encircled her head, trapping her long, red hair that flared out beneath the wraps. And through that purple tank top poked her nipples. Victor smiled. This was a damn fine night, and it had only just begun.

Dahlia left the room and returned with two long coils of rope. She tossed one to Victor. “You get her thighs, I’ll get her elbows.

Victor grinned. He had the best girlfriend on the planet. She literally ordered him to rope up her bestie’s thighs. He got on the bed, a knee on either side of Hanna’s bare feet, and created a slipknot in the rope, and proceeded to loop the rope around and around her legs. As he threaded the ends through the anchor point, he breathed in a bit, because he needed a moment to relish touching Hanna’s inner thighs. So perfect. He busied about the cinch, loving every touch but he didn’t linger. He simply loved every brush of this girl’s skin.

Dahlia finished up on Hannah’s elbows, eliciting a few grunts. Victor got off the bed to look. Damn, Dahlia had her elbows almost touching. This woman was merciless! And it was a twenty-minute car ride to reach the compound! Well, the place they would park before the walk to the compound. He made a mental note to check on Hanna’s condition before they proceeded with the night hike though the woods.

“Open the back of the car, then we’ll prepare her for the ride.”

“Aye, boss.” Victor left the bedroom scene of Hannah in bondage, reluctantly. Out the front door everything was quiet. He walked to the car: five steps down, eleven steps to the back bumper. The apartment building had three stories, two windows with lights on. It made Victor a little nervous. They had to be quick, he assured himself. And nonchalant. Not like they were carrying a body in a blanket to dump in a lake, since that’s what it would look like.

He popped the hatchback. The roof light came on. He reached in and found the switch to turn it off. Better.

Back in the bedroom Dahlia had spread out the blanket on the floor. Hannah sat on the edge of the bed, waiting, eyes on Dahlia, curious.

“Help me with her,” said Dahlia as she stood.

Victor took Hannah beneath the armpits, Dahlia under her knees. They lifted and placed her on the edge of the blanket, scootched her so her height was centered with leftover space above her head and below her feet.

“Don’t give us any fuss,” warned Dahlia.

“Mmmm,” replied Hannah.

Victor couldn’t even tell if that was an affirmative or no. The gag was really great.

Together they lifted the edge of the blue and black patterned blanket and rolled Hannah over, and over, and over a few more times until they had Hannah burritoed. Victor lifted Hannah’s bottom half up and electrical tape was applied at the ankles and another at the thighs. Victor switched, lifted their captive from the other end so the tape could be applied around the shoulders. The blanket would not loosen and fall away during transport. But the Hannah blanket burrito looked vaguely human body shaped.

Dahlia left to prop open the front door and returned. “Ready?”

Gripping Hannah by her wrapping, Victor wrestled the living bundle beneath his arms. The tall girl was a little heavy. Dahlia held on about where her knees were. They nodded to one another and marched out of the bedroom, Victor in the lead. Through the dining room, into the living room, Victor paused at the open door. He looked all around, nodded back at his partner in this fun but anxiety-inducing “crime.” Down the stairs, carefully, this was harder than Victer had imagined or had planned for. At least their bundle wasn’t wriggling. Once they had feet on level pavement they power-walked to the open hatchback and loaded in the bundle, scootching Hannah forward until her top half lay on the folded back seats, her feet blocking the closing of the hatch door. Dahlia crawled in and bent Hannah’s knees up. Victor closed the door. He sighed, looked around just like he’d told himself he wouldn’t do because that made him look suspicious.

Inside the apartment he collected the backpacks, the stray roll of electrical tape that lay on the bedroom floor, and Hannah’s backpack that she’d prepared earlier for the Sunday Night of Bondage Shenanigans.

Victor paused at the threshold, thinking of anything they may have forgotten. Nothing struck him, but he unzipped Hannah’s backpack to make sure she remembered shoes. Inside was a pair of low-rise hikers. Perfect. And something red, beckoned from deep within. Curious, he reached in…well, a rabbit vibrator. This wasn’t mentioned in their pregame discussion, so Victor resolved to make no mention of it.

Victor locked the door and put Hannah’s key ring back into the small compartment of her pack and carried the three backpacks to the car and loaded them into the passenger side of the front, then climbed in and started the car. “Ready?”

“Ready,” replied Dahlia with a grin in her voice.

“Mmmmm.”

Dahlia smacked the blanket. “No one cares if you’re ready!”

Victor pulled from the covered parking spot, looking every direction as he crossed the parking lot, before turning onto the street and accelerating out of the apartment complex.

Whew. They had made it.

◆◆◆

Victor parked in a picnic area in a park just a bit farther than the coffee shop where they had parked the week before. It was less suspicious. People would get drunk here during the day and a less drunk friend would drive them home, leaving their car behind. Tonight, there were no other cars. If there were another vehicle here, he’d be suspicious a couple was banging inside, and he’d be forced to get close and take a look before proceeding.

Victor turned the lights out and looked into the back of the car. Dahlia had Hannah partially unwrapped from the blanket, her chest and above poking out. She had turned Hannah over sometime and undid the tight elbow ropes. Everything else stayed in place, though. And Dahlia had a hand inside Hannah’s tank.

“Have you been groping her the whole trip?” Victor asked.

“Not the whole way.”

“Mmm-hmmm,” said Hannah, sounding like she enjoyed Dahlia’s hands. Or that Dahlia did indeed grope her for the entire drive. Maybe both.

Victor chuckled and got out of the car, pulling the backpacks with him. He affixed his headlamp and opened the hatchback. With Dahlia’s assistance they untangled Hannah from the blanket. Victor took his time untying Hanna’s ankles and thighs. Dahlia pulled Hannah’s shoes from her backpack. “Oh my god,” said Dahlia. “I have to put her shoes on her feet and tie them. Like she’s a toddler or something.”

Victor laughed. “Ah, the kidnapping life.”

Soon they all stood outside the car, Victor and Dahlia with their headlamps on and shining red light, backpacks affixed, Victor with Hannah’s strapped in front. Hannah had her shoes on and her hands still bound behind her. And the gag, naturally. Victor led the way. Dahlia kept the bound Hannah in front of her, hand on her upper arms. Victor knew the trail here connected with the dirt road. As long as he stayed on it, everything would be fine. He kept his light to the ground.

Without issue they converged with the dirt road and came to the hole in the fence. “Pull that hole taller, if you can,” said Dahlia.

Victor yanked a few times on the chain link opening, and it indeed extended some. He held it as Hannah bent low and bent her knees, Dahlia steadying her, and made it through. After Dahlia passed, so did Victor.

The trail here was less worn, and harder to follow, but they made their way to the clearing. Beyond lay the buildings, awash in the light of a half moon. Much spookier than before. They turned their lights off and relied on the natural light to make it to the five steps up this side entrance. Once inside, the red lamps were flicked back on, playing along the graffitied walls.

“Hold up,” said Dahlia. She turned Hannah around to face her. “You okay, captive?”

Victor liked the view of Hannah’s bound hands in the red light, her tight ass covered by her thin pajama shorts.

Hannah nodded she was okay.

Dahlia continued. “We can take the gag off to let you have some water. You need water?”

Hannah shook her head, her hair beneath the layered gag swaying.

Dahlia spun her around and smacked her ass. “Get moving.”

“Mmm!”

Victor turned and continued on, leading them though the vestibule and on, finding the steps to the tunnel more easily this time. Once they were all in the tunnel, Dahlia whispered, “Wait. Shhh. Turn the lights off.”

Victor did and the darkness, inky and total, swallowed the three of them. No sound but breathing. Victor listened.

“Mmmmmph! Mmmm-mmmm!”

Victor jumped, but didn’t touch his lamp. “What’s going on?”

Dahlia cackled. “I got her tits out and they’re just marvelous!”

“Dammit! You scared me!” Victor flicked his headlamp on to see Hannah’s breasts freed from her tank top, with Dahlia’s hands on them both. Dahlia stood behind her, both arms wrapped around Hanna’s arms, her hands kneading her breasts. Hannah wriggled but her eyes spoke of the pleasure and wicked fun she was having.

“Come on, let’s get her to the spot,” prodded Victor.

“But I’m having fun here!”

“Mmmmm!”

“She’ll do less squirming when we get her tied up more.”

“Fine.” Dahlia released the boobs and pulled the tank top back down. She pushed Hannah forward. “I’ll have more fun with you in just a few minutes.”

The rest of the tunnel walk was no more than the sound of their feet crunching dirt and scattering debris, red lights leading the way.

Moonlight streamed in through the mostly glassless windows of the old foundry. The machinery and the furnace in the darkness gave Victor a dose of dread. He’d never been in here in the night. But he’d tried to act like he had and everything would be perfectly fine. Because of bondage and Hannah. Maybe he should have talked them into just going back to his place. Or Dahlia’s. But then again, the spookiness added another dimension to their erotic play. And he just saw Hannah’s tits for the first time. And his girlfriend was fondling them! The night could stop here and it would still be a win.

“The ladder? Or the chair in the office?” asked Victor.

“The ladder!” replied Dahlia, steering her captive in that direction.

Victor followed, watching Dahlia handle her best friend. She turned her around at the ladder and pressed Hannah’s back into it. “How should we tie her to it?”

“Well—”

“I know! Let’s pull her hands up behind and attach them to rung way up there?” Dahlia’s eyes glinted with glee.

“Mmmm?”

“Okay. Let me get a longer rope.”

Victor set Hannah’s backpack on the floor against the wall and grabbed a longer coil from his pack, and unspooled it. From experience, he tried his best to not allow any of the length to hit the floor. It was nasty in here.

He flicked off his headlamp. The big windows and the mood gave the area decent light, since their eyes were adjusted. “Hey, turn off your headlamp, and tell me if you like that better.”

Dahlia did so and looked around. “Yeah. In this corner we can see fine.”

The tables and rollers and furnace seemed to only have two colors in this light: black and shades of ghostly blue. Spooky, sure. But the constantly moving headlamps were getting annoying.

The white rope in Victor’s hands now a grayish blue, he approached. Hannah looked to him, eyebrows up. Dahlia took her friend by the back of the neck and forced her over.

Smack!

And smacked her ass.

Hannah giggled through her gag.

“You won’t be Ms. Giggles, soon, my dear,” said Dahlia as she kept her hand on the back of her neck.

Victor placed the slipknot around the cinch in Hannah’s wrist ties. Before he pulled, he noted that Dahlia had used a longer rope to bind Hannah’s wrists, making a thick cuff. She may have planned for this position. If there wasn’t a thick enough cuff, there would be a risk of circulation loss, and she’d have to be retied. Victor hoisted her hands up and behind her.

“Mmmmph!”

Dahlia laughed. “I’ll be Miss Giggles now.”

“Ms. Cackles,” murmured Victor as he fashioned the knot.

“What was that?”

“Nothing. Knot’s done.”

“She looks just delightful. Delicious, don’t you think?”

Victor’s eyes slid up and down Hannah’s body. Dahlia was right.

“More rope!” she said, the happy gleam in her eyes visible in the moonlight.

Victor didn’t think Dahlia would be so happy about this dominant role. Nor did he suspect her bisexual side. It had never come up. He handed her a shorter length for Hannah’s bare ankles, and Dahlia went right to work. Victor was about to mention that she shouldn’t drag the rope across this floor, but it was too late. At least for the ankle tie. “Try not to drag the ropes in here. It’s dirty.”

“Okay.”

Did she even hear him?

Dahlia had her ankles and thighs bound again. Strappado was a pretty demanding bondage position for a beginner. Was Hannah a beginner? She certainly was enthusiastic. Perhaps she wasn’t, and just hadn’t had her itch scratched in a while.

Dahlia remained in her crouched position, beneath Hannah’s face. Reaching up, she slipped that tank top up, pulling the whole thing up around her neck. She turned to Victor. “Aren’t you supposed to be the lookout?”

“Ah. Yes. I got distracted.” Victor turned and headed back to the stairs up from the tunnel, flicking on his headlamp and thinking about Hannah’s tits and they way they hung so nicely in that position. Damn. What a night.

“Mmmmph! Mmm!” echoed to him. Along with Dahlia’s cackle.

Back in the tunnel, he shined his headlamp in both directions, then turned it off. Here, next to the steps, there was a feeble moon rays cast just enough light for him to make out the shape of his immediate surroundings. If anyone approached, they surely would be carrying a light source, and he’d see them and he would remain unnoticed.

Was that spanking? Skin-to-skin slaps and more cackling from Dahlia. The echoes made it sound a little like a horror movie. If Hannah was screaming, the gag certainly did its job. 

Everything about this night aroused Victor. He was tempted to unzip and find a little relief, far away from the action. Or, better yet, sneak back up, watch from inside the doorway and jerk it from there. That was a very tempting idea. But…if they caught him, it would ruin everything and Hannah would think he was a total creep. And Dahlia would, too. Why did he think of Hannah’s feelings first?

The dark was starting to get to him and turn his mind toward weird corners. But he did want to sneak upstairs for some peeks. He was missing everything. No one was coming. Not so late on a Sunday night. He’d watch the action a little, then come back and guard some more.

Up the stairs he went, slowly, not bothering with his headlamp. He stepped carefully so as not to kick glass or a can or anything that would give him away. For the moment, Dahlia wasn’t giggling. As he drew closer he could hear some murmurs—Hannah and her gag. He passed through the storage room and at the doorway there he had a clear, if pretty dim, view of the ladies.

Hannah stood in the same strappado position he’d left her, but she was bent over even more. Her shorts and panties were hanging at the cinch in the ropes above her knees. Dahlia, behind her, had one hand on Hannah’s back, the other in Hannah’s southern region. The bound girl squirmed and murmured through the gag, obviously enjoying the attention. Victor enjoyed it, too. He had a side-view of the action, Hannah’s tits shadowed by her body but he caught glimpses as she moved about. Victor felt undo pressure within his pants. The sexual action was mesmerizing. He didn’t know how far Dahlia would go with her captive…but now he knew.

Dahlia stepped away from her, leaving Hannah literally hanging, and rummaged in a backpack. Victor couldn’t see what she pulled from it but she returned to Hannah. The buzzing sound—it was Hannah’s rabbit vibrator!

Hannah’s murmurs grew in volume and pitch. Her head raised and she hummed rhythmically through all that cloth, and kept at it until her head dropped, almost to her knees, the rope doing the bulk of the holding of her weight.

Dahlia giggled and rubbed Hannah’s ass as she bent down level with her head. “You okay sweetie? Let me get this rope.” Dahlia went to her backpack and pulled out a towel. Once folded and placed on the floor next to Hannah, she undid the critical knot but didn’t allow the rope to give way, but held on as Hannah straightened up. Dahlia assisted her to a seated position on the clean towel.

Victor wiped sweat from his forehead. The night air wasn’t hot, a touch cool, actually, but he was hot. He slipped back down the stairs into the even cooler tunnel, which was a relief. And no spelunkers approached.





Chapter 3

The Rest of the Birthday




“Hey Mr. Guard!” called Dahlia. “Come back up!”

Victor didn’t check his phone but he estimated that about twenty or so minutes had passed since he’d returned to the tunnel. He made his way aboveground, not cautious about any noise. He tromped though storage and stopped short when he emerged into the foundry proper: Dahlia was bound to the office chair. Hannah stood beside her, now in tennis shoes and jeans but that same tank top, quite proud. Dahlia’s hands were fastened separately to the arms of the old, metal chair. Another rope crossed her chest, binding her to the chair back. Her feet were bound together and tethered to the post above the four legs that spread to the castors. And she was smiling.

“This is unexpected. I thought this was your big day,” Victor said to Hannah.

“It is, and I wanted a little vengeance. And more entertainment. So, I have to ask you if you’re cool with a few things.”

“Okay,” said Victor, cautious.

“I already cleared this with Dahlia, so, I’d like you to gag her, then I’ll slap her around some like we kidnapped her for, I don’t know, some revenge thing. Like she keyed my car or something. Then I’ll take the gag out and make her suck you off.”

An involuntary grunt came from Victor’s throat, followed by a short, nervous titter. “Okay. Like, serious? You’re not—”

“I want to watch. And make her do something a little humiliating.”

Victor liked the idea in theory, liked it a lot, but this would be his first sexual exploit with more than one person. It made him a little nervous. But he wasn’t going to allow that to put the brakes on anything. He’d regret this the rest of his days if he didn’t take full advantage of this opportunity. He looked to his girlfriend, bound to the chair with a pleased and expectant expression. “You’re cool with her smacking you?” Victor had to be certain.

“My arms are noodles after being tied up like that,” interrupted Hannah. “I can’t smack her as hard as I wanna.”

Dahlia said, “This is what I get for giving her an orgasm!”

“All right, then, I’m all in,” said Victor as he walked to his backpack for something to gag Dahlia with.

“Hey! You were right!” exclaimed Hannah.

Victor turned. “What?”

Dahlia used her feet to turn the squeaky, rusty office chair to face him. “You were watching! Did you even guard us poor ladies in the dark? One of us helpless and tied up?”

Stunned they somehow knew, a retort failed him. Should he admit it? Deny it?

“We know you watched because you weren’t even surprised when Dahlia said she made me ‘gasm!”

He’d been caught, all right.

“Okay, sorry, really, and I was down there in the tunnel for most of the time, but—”

“You can’t stay away long if you know there’s a bound and gagged pretty lady in the vicinity,” Dahlia finished for him.

Victor was thankful for the dark. His face burned as he blushed a deep red hue.

The women looked at each other and laughed. Good. Victor could take some ribbing, but he really didn’t want to be called a creep. Or lose his girlfriend or lose any respect from Hannah.

“I don’t really care,” Hannah said. “And when Dahlia was untying me she mentioned that she was pretty sure you would sneak back up for peeks. You just couldn’t help it.”

“He’s the king of bondage freaks, I told you,” said Dahlia with a sly grin.

Victor reached in his backpack for the big bandanna, a black affair, two feet to a side. He rolled it corner-to-corner. It was way past gagging time.

“He’s fixing to put something big in your pretty yap,” said Hannah.

“I must have embarrassed him. Hey, I’m sorry Vic—mmmph!”

Hannah laughed as Victor wedged the large, knotted bandanna through her teeth. “Oh! This is fun!”

“Sure is,” replied Victor as he made the knot over Dahlia’s hair. His last pull raised a grunt from Dahlia. It was very tight. Victor walked to the front of her and liked the way the corners of her mouth were pulled back, the way the big knot sunk deep into her mouth.

“Thank you, good sir,” said Hannah as she leaned on Dahlia’s arms bound to the armrests, making both the ancient chair and Dahlia squawk. “Now, you, lady, I have a bone to pick with you. You broke into my apartment and kidnapped me and dragged me out to this miserable place and tied me up.”

Dahlia, eyes wide, shook her head, the hair beneath her gag waving to and fro in her denial.

Smack!

Victor winced. Hannah’s hand came up fast and struck the side of Dahlia’s face pretty hard. Dahlia’s expression, in the instant of that open-handed smack, morphed from feigned resistance to real wide-eyed shock.

“Are you telling me it wasn’t you that pulled down my shorts and panties and spanked my naked ass?”

Dahlia shook her head vigorously.

Smack!

“Mmmmph!”

“You’re going to admit all your crimes. Every single one. Are you trying to say you’re not the one who molested me while I was tied to a dirty ladder in an abandoned building?”

Dahlia, twice struck, bit into her gag and didn’t move.

Hannah took her chin in her hand. “I know it was you. I’d recognize those pretty eyes anywhere.” Her other hand pinched a nipple through her T-shirt, hard enough to get a squeal from Dahlia. Hannah straightened up. “It wasn’t you smacking my bare tits while was all tied up and helpless?”

“Mmm?”

Smack!

Victor must have been in the tunnel for the titty-smacking. Unfortunately. He’d never done anything like that to Dahlia’s tits, but now he sorta wanted to.

“You’re lucky I only tied you to a chair and didn’t suspend you from that catwalk!” Hannah pointed up and behind her to indicate the exact catwalk.

“Mmmm?”

Smack!

“Mmmmph!”

Dahlia shook her head after that one. Hannah still had some strength in her arms even after being tied up in a couple of straining positions. First, with her elbows tightly bound for the ride, then that strappado business. Despite the sides of that cloth gag absorbing some of the intensity of Hannah’s slaps, he could tell they smarted. In the moonlight he couldn’t see if she was leaving handprints, but he suspected so.

“All right. Time for the real stuff.” Hannah went to the back of the chair and worked on loosening the chest rope that held Dahlia fast to the chair back. “If you won’t admit your foul deeds, we’ll just get some use out of you.”

The rope fell to the floor. Victor was a little disappointed at seeing his nice rope get all dirty. Hannah, still behind the chair, reached forward and lifted Dahlia’s T-shirt up around her neck, revealing her black sports bra.

“Mmmmm!”

Hannah handled her breasts through the bra, grinning. “Let’s get this out of the way, too.” The bra went up, and Dahlia’s creamy D-cups were struck by the moonlight, looking magnificent to Victor. Hannah grasped both tits in her hands, smooshing them together and laughing. “You think you’re better than me because you got bigger and nicer tits? Huh?”

Dahlia shook her head and moaned through her gag.

“I bet you do, you stuffy, big-tittied slut!”

Dahlia responded with an indignant and insulted sounding, “Mmmm!”

Hannah took Dahlia’s head in her hands, forcing her to look at Victor, standing, watching all the action with his arms crossed and a nervous grin. “You’re gonna service that guy over there.”

Dahlia tried to shake her head but couldn’t.

“I’ll going to take this gag out and he’s going to fuck your face. You won’t leave this chair until he cums all over your tits. Got it?”

“Mmm.”

Hannah continued: “Think of it like this: sucking for your freedom. You want to be free? Suck. That. Dick.”

Victor looked on, his girlfriend’s head in her girlfriend’s hands, mouth gagged, roped to a chair with her tits out.

“Whip out your cock, Victor. It’s time.”

Victor was already hard, as he’d been throughout the night off and on. This bit made him a little nervous. He stepped up to the chair as Hannah undid the gag behind Dahlia’s neck, then pulled the soaking knot from her mouth.

“Hey—” started Dahlia but Hannah’s hand clamped over her lips.

Victor’s pants dropped down to his ankles and just as he saw Hannah’s hand over Dahlia’s mouth he went from rock hard to diamond-cutting hard, and throbbing. He’d been a little shy about having it out in front of Hannah, but that evaporated in an instant. He dropped his drawers, too.

“Well, look at that, my captive!” exclaimed Hannah. “I could tell my hand over your lips got him extra crazy hard for you!”

Damn right, thought Victor. A few strokes and he’d cum all over those swaying tits of hers, as long as Hannah’s hand stayed right there over Daliah’s mouth.

Hannah released the lips of Dahlia and pushed her head down to Victor’s ready dick. “Make him happy!” she ordered.

Dahlia only paused a second, to catch her breath, then her lips parted and Victor placed his member in her mouth.

Victor’s head lolled back as Dahlia went to work, lips and tongue. He glanced down to see Hannah’s hand still forcing Dahlia’s head down. She smiled as she met Victor’s eyes. She gave him a thumbs-up with her free hand.

It really didn’t take much. And considering the night, the delirious night of the kidnapping fantasy brought to life with sexy Hannah, no damn wonder. The stimulation from Dahlia’s lips, and her being chair-bound, sent him over the edge and he pulled out, cock in hand.

Hannah pulled Dahlia’s head back by her hair.

Victor shot his load over Dahlia’s tits, his droplets gleaming in the rays of the moon.

“Aw fuck!” he cried.

“Hell yeah!” cried Hannah.

“Aw fuck me,” groused Dahlia, noticing some of the cumdrops got in her hair.

◆◆◆

One the way back to Hannah’s apartment in Victor’s car, Dahlia sat beside him with her hand on his thigh, his hand over hers. Hannah sat in the back, in the middle. Not much was said during the packing, the walking, and the first part of the drive. Victor was spent, and knew the girls had to be, too. Dahlia leaned her head back, eyes slits.

“Do you work in the morning?” Victor asked Hannah.

“You ask this now?”

“I figured Dahlia did at some point, maybe during the planning. But I missed it.”

“No work for me tomorrow. I’m gonna sleeeeep.” After a pause, Hannah said, “Well thanks for the birthday, guys. It was the best ever. Don’t be weird about it later.”

“I won’t be weird, my bestie. Even though you slapped the shit out of me.”

“Aww!” Hannah leaned forward, poking her head between the couple. “Was I too rough? It was my first time smacking someone tied to a chair.”

“It’s fine.”

“It doesn’t sound fine, honey. You have to tell me if I was too rough.”

“All right. Maybe a little. I guess I wasn’t expecting that. I mean, we didn’t even plan for that scene. At all.”

“But I asked you and you said yes!”

“Yeah, it was your birthday and I didn’t want to disappoint.”

“You’re such a sweetie. Truly. The best birthday. Ever.”

Victor added, “It was your birthday but I got a blowjob.”

Hannah laughed.

Dahlia groaned. “Yeah, every one got to cum but me!”

“Oh no!” gasped Hannah, hand over her mouth in horror. “We have to fix that right now. Pull down your pants!”

“No!” Dahlia cackled her cackle. “I just wanna go home and go to sleep!”
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If you like the story so far and wish it to continue, please leave a review to that effect on the Amazon page!
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