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Money did not
necessarily bring happiness, Ian thought, but it sure beat being
poor.

He glanced with
satisfaction at the way the house was shaping up. He’d just moved
in the other day, but already most things were in order. Of course,
he hadn’t had to do much of it himself. He’d hired a moving company
and directed them – the men with the strong backs and weak minds –
to unpack and move things around.

It was far more
house than he needed. But then, as a single man, almost anything
over a small two bedroom condo would have been. But it wasn’t about
need. It was about want. He wanted a huge living room with a stone
fireplace. He wanted an enormous master bedroom with a raised dais
for the bed and an ensuite bathroom big enough to house a small
family.

And he wanted
the huge back yard with the high fences. He had plans for it, and
had already contracted with a landscaping company.

His next door
neighbour had the typical yard, with the large, in-ground pool, and
manicured lawns. The pool had a slide, a diving board, and a sort
of climbing bar, a metal ladder which went up and curved across the
pool and down the other side, for playing, climbing and diving
from, he supposed.

His back yard
would have a more natural looking pool, which would like a huge
pond. He’d build up the rocks at one end to about ten or twelve
feet, and have waterfalls splashing from it into the irregularly
shaped pond. There’d be a grassy island in the middle of the pond
with a shade giving tree. Oh it would look fabulous.

As befitting
the backyard paradise of a rich man.

Not wealthy,
just – comfortable. Ian had gotten lucky in the computer industry,
a partner in a small firm which had just started to consider the
potential for profits of various communications circuits when a
huge conglomerate had bought it up at a ludicrous price prior to
the whole dot-com meltdown. Ian had been one of the lucky few who
had gotten out before the disaster, and saved most of his
money.

Now he had all
the toys he wanted, and could travel the world and indulge his
fancies. He’d started out with a penthouse in New York, then had
gone round the world a few times before returning for long rounds
of partying. He’d now tired of that, and had purchased this place
outside the city, where it was more peaceful, where he had more
privacy, and his neighbours weren’t constantly in his face.

And yet, one of
the first things to catch his eye was his neighbor, or rather, his
neighbor’s daughter. He had seen her over the fence, from the attic
window, and, being a self-indulgent man, had gone downstairs to dig
out his binoculars.

The girl had a
fantastic body, he thought admiringly, watching her move around the
pool. It could have been carved by an artist. Every bit of it was
perfectly in sync with every other. The breasts looked large but
not unbalanced. She had a smooth, trim belly, flaring hips which
were still slim, rather than wide, and an ass that had him thinking
very impure thoughts.

Her face was
not that of a traditional beauty. She had dark brown hair which was
cut into a sort of untidy pageboy. He’d been around enough women
with expensively done hair to recognize what it was supposed to be,
but apparently her hair was the rebellious sort. It slipped down
around her ears properly enough, and curled slightly inwards below
her jaw, but the bangs were an unruly mass which she kept having to
reach up and brush aside, sometimes unconsciously, sometimes in
irritation.

She wore
glasses, as well, those thin frameless ones which gave her a bit of
an intellectual look. Her face was oval, rather than round, with
full lips and a narrow, aristocratic nose. Her eyes were bright,
bright brown, and had a look of curiosity and intelligence which,
he later discovered aptly described much of her attitude.

It was
something of a nerdy look, in fact, the face of a girl who spent
considerable time with books. Yet the body was all female, not
voluptuous, but soft, curving and with skin which looked like
unmarred silk. Yet as he looked at her, he had no particular
thought to make a closer acquaintance with the girl. Something
about her body, it’s lithe, coltish youth, fawn-like legs that
seemed too long for her body made him wonder at his age. Ian had
few moral qualms about seducing young girls, but had no desire to
explore the insides of a prison cell.

Besides, why
start trouble with a neighbor? There were plenty of lovely young
women out there easily impressed by sports cars, gold watches, and
expensive clothes.

* * * * *

“Hi,” she said,
a few weeks later.

“Hello,” he
replied.

“You’re the new
neighbor.”

“I suppose I
am.”

She grinned and
brushed back a thick mass of bangs. “We’ve been watching all the
trucks and men and wondering if you’re digging to China back
there.”

He grinned. The
girl was cute, after all, and had a sweet voice and a pleasant
personality. He liked girls, whether he was screwing them or not.
He gazed back at the house, and the tall hedges around it. You
could just make out the tip of the “mountain” the landscapers had
put in at one end, the end closets to her house, in fact.

“My name is
Chloe,” she said, holding out her hand in a very forthright manner
he found charmingly youthful.

He took it
solemnly, though grinning. “I’m Ian.”

“You’re all
alone in that big old house?” she asked.

“Just me. I
like my space. And you? Similarly basking in solitude?”

“Me?” she
stared at him in surprise, then laughed. “I live with my folks, and
my bratty little brother.”

“Ahh, I
thought, a woman your age would be out on her own already and
raising kids,” he said with a wry grin to let her know he was
teasing.

“Oh hah, hah,”
she said. “I’m only nineteen, and only halfway through
college.”

He felt a
stirring of interest at her legal age.

“Honestly, you
look younger,” he said.

“I’ve heard it
before.”

“So what are
you taking?”

“Aerospace engineering.”

He raised his
eyebrows.

“Yeah, most men
say the same thing, like a girl shouldn’t be interested in that.
But I want to join the air force. I’m really interested in missile
technology.”

He raised his
eyebrows again, and she shrugged helplessly. “It’s neat. The
dynamics of flight are really interesting and exciting.”

“Oh I’m sure
they are. It’s just that most young ladies your age think exciting
is something to describe a pair of new high heeled sandals or a new
dress.”

“You are so
sexist!” she exclaimed.

He shrugged
helplessly.

“It’s true,
though,” she admitted. “A lot of girls are really embarrassing to
the whole idea of equality between genders.”

“Well, I’m sure
you won’t find too many of those in the air force.”

“Yeah!” she
said enthusiastically.

* * * * *

His chat with
Chloe was interesting, but quickly forgotten. He still had no
desire to start something close to home. Though he had to admit to
himself that the girl really interested him. She was far from the
typical young girl, and struck him as probably quite inexperienced
sexually. There was something about the idea of opening those wide
brown eyes to the pleasure an experienced man could give a female
which was helplessly arousing to any man.

He was still
busy settling in. The attic was one of the areas that needed a lot
of attention. The previous owner had used it was nothing more than
storage. Ian had seen the possibilities in it, though, and the view
from the front window, which looked down the hill to the farms and
forest in the distance, was terrific. He had the window greatly
enlarged to let sunlight pour in, the floor refinished, and the air
conditioning piped in. The place was cleaned up considerably, and
he’d created a stylish sort of den there.

He’d largely
left the back window alone. It was small and too close to the
stairs anyway. But that itself meant he often passed by the window
as he went up or down, and it was only a few days later the
brightness of pale flesh against blue drew his eye as he passed. He
realized it must be Chloe at the pool, and his heart gave a little
pulse as his eyes told him she didn’t appear to be wearing even so
much as her bathing suit.

He quickly
fetched the binoculars and whistled slowly. Young Chloe was wearing
nothing but her birthday suit, not even her glasses. And her body
was as lithely attractive as he’d thought. Her breasts were
slightly larger than he had believed, with bright pink nipples. She
had a lean, concave belly as she hung from the metal bars which
crossed the pool, and from his angle, appeared to be neatly
shaven.

So why was she
hanging there?

He had
occasionally witnessed people climbing up and along those bars and
dropping into the water. He’d seen kids wrestling atop it, pushing
one another off into the water. He’d seen people jump off it, or
try to walk across it and, laughing, squealing, lose their balance
and fall into the water.

Chloe just hung
there, body taut, perfectly displayed. Her head hung low, chin on
chest, then slowly drew up and back, going back between her arms to
arch her back a little and give him an even better view. Then her
head came forward again, looking down the length of her body.

Her legs drew
closer together, and unless he was mistaking – and he didn’t think
he was – she was grinding them together a little. He stared raptly
at her face. He was not the world’s biggest playboy, but he knew a
woman who was aroused when he saw one.

He was puzzled,
though. He watched her hang there for quite some time. She shifted
her hands occasionally. At one point they were together on the same
bar, which seemed odd, one hand in front of the other rather than
side-by-side on different bars. Then she spread them apart, several
bars separating them. He watched her open her legs, spreading them
wide, holding them that way for long seconds, until it clearly
became too difficult and they dropped back together, to grind and
rub.

Ian began to
suspect now, what the girl was doing, what fantasy she was playing
out there in the supposed privacy of her back yard. And his cock,
already semi-hard, sprang fully erect. Was she imagining ropes
around those slender wrists? Was she imagining herself tied,
hanging by her wrists, helpless? Was that where her sexual longings
were directed?

He watched her
fall into the water, swim to the side, and emerge, skin glistening
and dripping wet. With her hair slicked back, she looked older, and
he shook his head as he watched her pad naked across the concrete
and then disappear into her house.

He caught
occasional glimpses of her, and was deliberately looking now,
checking the view of her back yard from time to time. She was
rarely nude, only, of course, when her parents and brother were
away, and even then only on occasion. But a few weeks later he
caught her on the bars again. This time she seemed to be sitting on
them, working at something.

He had his
camera ready by then, complete with telephoto lens. He zoomed in
and saw that she’d brought some rope up with her, and was tying it
around her ankles. He kept his camcorder on, watching with
interest, as she tied the rope to the bars, then slowly let herself
down through them, head first. She wound up gripping the bars with
her hands, her ankles spread wide, and tied to the bars off to
either side.

Then she let go
and swung completely upside down, legs wide, body hanging low. She
let her hands hang, and let her body stretch out for a while. Ian
watched, transfixed, waiting to see what she’d do next. After a
bit, she raised her hands and slid them over her breasts, squeezing
them lightly. A hand slid up between her spread legs and fingers
rubbed at her sex, then dropped back down to hang freely.

God, she had a
gorgeous, tight, slim little puffy pussy, with a neat, trim little
slit and small, tucked in sex lips.

And this was an
opportunity, one which could lead to an end to his little
voyeuristic fun, or, possibly, a lot more fun if he played his
cards right.

He put down the
camera and ran downstairs, his mind racing as he hurried out into
the back yard. The “mountain” off to the side had a set of artfully
crafted steps in the side which could take someone up to the top if
they needed to work on the pipe up there. He dashed around to the
other side of the pond and hurried up them, then pulled himself up
over the top.

Chloe hung
upside down not twenty yards away, her feet at the same height as
the mountain.

He pretended to
be shocked when he saw her. She was most definitely shocked when
she saw him. She screamed, and tried to twist free, but the ropes
she’d tied to her ankles were designed for quick escape. She tried
frantically to pull herself free, which unfortunately for her,
required that she try to bend her body upwards, grab her legs with
her hands, pull herself upwards, and grab at her ankles to undo the
ropes.

That, of
course, gave him an even better view of her pussy as she bent up,
and he shook his head in bemusement as she snatched and yanked at
the rope around her ankles. One of them tugged free, but in her
excitement, she pulled the wrong way on the other knot, and only
tightened it. This left her hanging from one ankle, twisting
helplessly, covering her face with her hands.

“Uhm, I am
sorry. I didn’t expect to see you here,” he said. “But do you need
any help?”

“No!” she
screamed. “Go away!”

Belatedly, she
clamped a hand over her pussy, and put the other across her chest
to cover her breasts.

“Well, I am on
my own property, but I will climb back down and let you er, work
your way free.”

He went back
down, but hurried back around the pond and into the house, then
back upstairs to the den.

She was still
hanging there. The rope around her ankle did not seem inclined to
untie, and it was very hard for her to reach for it while hanging
upside down, especially as the other leg kept pulling her down on
one side and making it hard for the hand on that side to reach up.
He watched her fumbling with it for a good twenty minutes,
whereupon she hung freely, hands down, and seemed to be crying.

Well, he was
just going to have to be the adult and help her out, whether she
liked it or not.

* * * * * *

It was the
internet that started me thinking about bondage. I wasn’t
purposefully trying to find anything nasty there. Quite the
contrary. I was intending to join the navy after I finished
university. Well, there were all kinds of things you needed to know
in order to become an officer in the navy, many of them kind of
antiquated. I mean, why would you think a pilot would need to know
anything about ropes? Yet all officers in the navy had to start out
learning about sailing of all things. Geese. Anyway, so while at my
dorm one night I was looking up various types of knots, because the
navy wanted you to know, and well, I guess you can figure out where
that led.

Now I don’t
want to pretend I didn’t know what the web site was about the
instant I clicked on it. I should have instantly clicked back out,
like I usually did when things like that happened. But the picture
caught my eye and kind of held me staring at it. I haven’t had a
lot of experienced with sex, so to me, bondage was just, like, this
silly game some people did, like tying you to the bed posts or
stuff, and tickling you or whatever. But the picture was quite
different.

It was a
well-proportioned woman laying on a black surface. Her legs were
bent so that her ankles were actually pressed against her hips, and
her arms were at her sides - sort of. Because her ankles were bound
tightly with ropes which pulled them upwards along the floor
towards her head. Her wrists were pulled downwards, towards her
knees, and this left her body arched strongly upwards, straining.
Her beasts were taut, the nipples hard. Her skin glistened as if
sheen of perspiration covered it, and the lighting was subdued.

It just struck
me as a deliciously erotic scene, and it served to draw me into the
sight, curious. The next scene was more forthright. A woman hung
from ropes, horizontally, her breasts bound but hanging below her.
Her ankles were against bond up to her outer thighs, her wrists
pulled up and back behind her, and her entire body was supported in
this manner as a man pushed his erection into her mouth. Again,
rather than feel the woman was being abused, though to some degree
she clearly was, I found a stirring in my lower belly.

When I was
younger, I had always liked tie-up games, always liked, for some
reason I had never been able to explain, being tied up in cowboys
and Indians, or being the “prisoner” of pirates or policemen. There
was just something fascinating about having my wrists bound
together behind my back and being helpless, something I could not,
at that time, understand or explain.

But now I
looked at pictures of beautiful women in erotic poses, some of them
stretched and taut, some involved in sexual acts. The ones of the
women naked, on their knees, performing oral sex on men made my
pussy pulse and throb and made me squirm in my chair. And I felt a
little breathless as I went through the site and felt myself
hungering for more.

It was a very
respectable site, with a lot of erotic pictures and videos, and
after considerable hesitation, I paid to get a membership so I
could watch those videos. I admit that I frequently masturbated to
them, finding the imagery deliciously arousing, and imagining
myself taking the place of those beautiful women in those erotic
poses.

Now I don’t
want to make it seem like I was obsessed in any way with this sort
of stuff. I was a young, healthy teenage girl, so of course I had a
considerable interest in sex and sexuality. True my interests
included a subject some might consider improper, but it was al just
healthy fantasizing as far as I was concerned. I didn’t have a
boyfriend at the moment, and I couldn’t imagine myself trying to
get a guy to tie me up like that. Most of the guys I’d known were
so immature and so big-mouthed that they’d have laughed through it
all and then told everyone I knew!
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