BLIND DATE
This work is copyrighted 2009 by The Doctor (A Pseudonym). It may be posted on the Internet to any free forum, provided it is not modified in any way, and provided that this notice is included in its entirety. It may not be sold, or included in any anthology or story list that is sold, or posted on any forum that requires a fee for access, without written permission. Permission will require payment with terms to be negotiated. For purposes of this notice, sites guarded by Adult Check or similar are considered pay sites. Posting on any site must include this copyright notice. 

Adult Content Warning - this story contains adult themes, including non-consensual bondage/slavery and forced sexual acts. This is a work of fiction and/or fantasy.  If you are under the lawful age for such materials (usually 18) or if you would find such material offensive, please go elsewhere.

Categories:  BDSM, MF
The knock on the door was totally expected.  Yet he reacted nervously.  The call to the service had happened about one hour ago and they promised quick delivery at all hours of the night and day including holidays.  The day had been rough over negotiations for the prime contract.  No one wanted to bend and he needed to unwind.  
Sam rose from his seat (still deeply immersed in his work).  He had been checking his emails and answered the door while in mid-thought.  Considering where he was he still cautiously peered through the door spy eye and saw what he expected.  “Who is it?”

“Escort delivery, sir.”

The bottom lock was disengaged and the door slid open a notch for a quick look see.  A handsome man stood to one side with a protective hand on the small of his companion’s petite back.  An over size trench cloak hid her curves and she could have been old or young.  Whatever she was she was utterly silent thanks to a red ball gag keeping her jaws well distended.

The dark man smiled politely.  The woman did nothing.  Large black glasses covered her eyes.

It was what he had ordered.  In this country it was legal yet was only done under cover.  Some prudish people may have disagreed and the tourists needed to be pampered.  

All else dropped away in quick lust.  The door widened as the top chain dropped with a clatter.  He had always preferred helpless women.  His wife had understood and had been accommodating.  He still had a small dungeon in his home.
“Come in.”  They did cautiously.  The woman pushed slightly forward and somewhat stumbling along on precarious black open toed high heels.  The shoes were elaborately strapped and would not be easy to remove.  

“Hmmph!” A small cry leaked pitifully from around her mouth.

The man waited politely.  Sam kept an eye on him as he reached into his pocket to take out the cash he had ready.  He handed it over.  Sam smiled politely as the other man counted it with a glance and nodded.  
Sam’s wife had died last spring and he had been floating ever since.  Nothing serious since he wanted someone much younger and those girls simply thought him too old.  Tonight he wanted, as always, someone young and she appeared to be less than half his age.  
“Be careful sir.  She is a bit skittish.  She was only secured a few hours ago and is still learning the trade.”  The man unbuttoned her trench coat to reveal her delicate well formed body.  The coat had hid her considerable charms as well as her tightly bound arms behind her back.  She would have been gagged on the stairs or on the elevator ride up.  No reason to disturb the other hotel clients.  A man would have understood especially in this third world nation.  A mother would have been disturbed or even angry.  A girl friend would have been scared shitless and would have looked the other way.

The hem of a tan skirt barely reached her mid thighs.  A leash dangled from between her knees from under the skirt.  The man nonchalantly lifted it up and extended it to Sam.  “She is yours, sir.  Please leave her in your room and leave before 9 AM.  She will be picked up.  Please remember to keep her tied and gagged when you go.”

Sam pulled her leash and she whimpered ever so softly and reacted with the yank on her tender pussy.  She was a blonde as specified but appeared more American than Hispanic.  Her ancestry might be odd or perhaps she had been touring for some other reason and had wandered rather fatally.
Her cheeks puckered and he could see her active tongue inside trying to find a way out.  

“Any questions, sir?”

“Clean?”

“Of course.  Checked, washed, and inoculated within the past hour.  A relatively pristine young girl. “

“Then none.”

“Good night, sir.  Have fun.”

The man departed closing the door behind him which Sam then locked and chained.  The girl had turned with him due to her crotch leash.  She regarded blindly her owner and was listening attentively.  Her stance was a bit of a slouch.  Even so she was wildly attractive.  A hint of perfume pervaded the air and announced her presence.
Moving her leash gently higher revealed her inner thighs and her stocking tops.  Nervously she swayed her hips in an involuntary provocative dance.

She could not see his hand as it groped one of her fine tits.  She immediately all but jumped in her nervousness when she was touched.  The right knee tried to hit him in the crotch but was not a threat.  Her bosom heaved wildly with no place to go.  

“Sensitive, heh?”

She grumbled incoherently.  He had no idea if she understood.  Most knew English as well as Spanish but some might not.  Besides she was excited and feeling crazy.  He continued to rub her tit and she kept moving her knees up and down in response.  She was hot to trot alright.
Pulling back Sam tugged at her bottom and she followed his lead to the couch where she half fell into his lap.  “Now let use see what you have, gal.”  The dress  had a few buttons in front that he popped quickly with a sharp tug.  Very noticeable cleavage popped into view and a trace of white bra.  


“Hmmm!”

She started violently bouncing on his lap due to her agitation.  So his hand went around her waist to keep her snug by his side.  He never let go of her crotch leash which now veered up an angle tugging up her hem and showing the tops again.  She moved her sweet ass feeling his hard cock by her right hip.  

Her movement had made him notice her bound arms more closely.  His free hand roamed up on top her head and pushed her forward and down.  She obeyed.
He pulled her head down to look at her back and arms.  It was a marvel of complexity back there that she would never remove by herself.  It also had to strain her shoulders and back immensely leaving her in agony especially after hours of restraint.  Her hands had been pulled up between her shoulder blades and held palm to palm with each finger knitted to its matching digit.  The wrists were secured to a knot of her long blonde hair which helped keep her chin up too.  To further restrict her elbows were touching each other and were knotted together.  

It resembled a devout girl praying but what it did was keep her head straight and her tits pushed out.  He doubted when she got dressed this morning that she would have such difficulty or agony in getting undressed.  Undoubtedly she thought someone else would be taking her clothes off.

“Yee gods, girl, you are bound tight.  No way are you going to get away tonight.”  She grumbled incoherently.  Grabbing her by her hair near her forehead she yanked her upright.  Her cheeks were wet from frantic tears.  He noticed that but was more fascinated by her wobbling tits.  
“Hmmmph!”

The next problem would be that her shirt had sleeves.  How would they go down with her hands tied so well?  Or should her shirt go up over her head and behind her neck to further restrain her and make her tits more visible.  He quickly opted for the second approach and puller her shirt up and over.  Now her dainty white bra was clearly visible.

Once the shirt was out of the way he eagerly stopped to re-paw her boobs.

She moaned in anxious protest.  “Arrghhh!  Naaa!”

With the shirt gone there was an obvious bump where her nipples should be.  They could be more prominent than usual.  Of course he was curious more as to what her pretty tits really looked like.  So he popped her left breast free.  “Let have this one breathe a bit.  Wait, what do we have here?”

A small binder clip nipped her nipple.  The nipple is extremely sensitive and full of nerves.  As a result she had been in agony especially when her tit was handled even lightly.  She had to respond no matter what to his touch.  

“I can see the service was making sure I would be happy with you.”  There is nothing better than a girl who is sensitive to the lightest touch and squirms as a result.
“Hassaaa!  Nahhaa!” she cried in a vague mumbled protest.

He pawed her some more making her wiggle and fidget.  He did not relieve her of her clips and much preferred her dramatic response when touched in this way.  She was a real turn on in the way she twisted this way and that. 
Suddenly he took off her dark glasses.  “Why how amazing!”  Her eyes had been taped shut under the glasses.  She could not see; truly a blind date for him.  Tears oozed faintly down her nose from under the bandage.  In time it would loosen he supposed but no time soon.  He touched the edges and found them firmly plastered down.
The hotel phone rang breaking his quiet moment with her.  “Goddamn it!”  He wondered if he should bother answering.  Any one who really wanted him would use a cell or an email.  Sometimes the desk clerk would call to see if everything was satisfactory which was terribly annoying.  Perhaps it w s important; perhaps not.  They would leave a message he decided.

He kept touching her tits as he thought.  She kept on jiggling.  “OOOHHH!”

 The phone ended its futile noise and he returned his full attention to the girl.  

“Time to get down to business, silly girl.”  So saying he edged her off his lap and made her kneel between his legs.  He stood up and hastily dropped his pants and let his erection show, strong and powerful.  Sitting back down he pressed his dick near her nose.  Instantly she jerked back.  

He inspected her gag and discovered that it could be popped out leaving a ring gag and an open mouth.  Perfect!  He inserted his dick into her hot wet mouth and sat back to enjoy the sensation.  He kept a watchful hand on the back of her head and made her bob up and down.  
“Arrg…aahh.”  She said in between deep kisses.

A tremendous shock made the couch move up.  A boom reverberated through the walls of the building.  The room lights went out pitching everything into darkness except for a ghostly halo from the window.  The computer went ping as it jumped to battery from room outlet power.  The rotating landscape cast an eerie light onto the desk.
“Damn!  What the fuck was that!”
The girl kept bobbing.  “Down all the damn way you slut!  Hurry up!”
“MMMmmmphh!”

Getting a girl to deep throat is hard since there is an instinctive gagging reflex to overcome.  That and the annoying fact that she would not be able to breathe for several seconds.  “Down!”  They always resisted which was half the fun in forcing her down.  Control was a male turn on.
Abruptly he slipped in deeper.  Her high heels briefly clicked against one another.  Attempting to rise he stopped her with a firm double handed grip of her head keeping her in thrall to his dick.

The fire alarms started; a hideous whooping noise and strobbing lights.  Light flickered outside and it grew incredibly darker from that window.
With her head finally brought all the way down to his pubic hair he orgasmed.  He held her down for another few seconds as he unloaded and then released.  Gratefully she shot back up wheezing and gasping.  He pushed the head of the dick back in for a little cleaning.  She licked as she had to.  Her tongue had no way else to go.

Darn those alarms were annoying!  Something had to be happening.  Noises outside the door confirmed that as panicked people ran amuck.  Despite that he had to recover first and the girl had no choice.  What was happening?

Pushing her head back she could hear her gasping.  He stood and hiked his drawers and pants back up automatically patting his pants pockets to check on keys and wallet.  He stepped over her kneeling body and walked carefully in the howling black towards the window to peer outside.

Far below a crowd was gathering.  He was on the 10th floor in the front so he had a view of the main street.  
He had to go.  He turned.  “Damn!”  He remembered the bound girl.  
He had no knife, airlines would never let him through with one, and her arms were exquisitely and expertly bound and unbreakable except with light and a lot of time.  He had made her half naked too and people would be bound to comment on her apparition.  In a foreign land one never asked for unwelcome attention.
Sam was a quick thinker.  He shut down his laptop with a slam and yanked the cord out; both went into his briefcase.  Scrambling over to the closet he put on his suit coat which contained his passport and Olympus camera.  His suitcase would stay.  Clothes could be easily replaced but not his business papers.

Now the girl.  He tracked her down by seeing squeaks.  “Uhhh!”  She certainly did not like her hair being pulled.  

“Time to get up you stupid girl!  Don’t you hear the alarms?  We have to get out of here and I have no time to untie you.

“Uhhh, uhhh…”
She was trembling but eager to please now.  He tugged her shirt back down and left her tits hanging out underneath.  How would he hide her bound arms?  With an inspiration he grabbed a bed sheet and pulled if off.  Then he lifted it around her back and knotted two loose ends around her throat.  She now looked like she had a white cape.  It was not terribly stylish but it would do.  Her arms were pretty well hid and he had made sure that it dipped down beyond her ass but not too low as to trip her.  

Glasses!  Again in the dark he had no hope of making her see.  Where were they?  He groped below and patted her calves in passing.  She stirred.  “”Owaaa…”

There they were!  He rose pushing her away slightly.  “Ahhhtaa”

On they went to hide her taped eyes once more.  “AAAhhh!”

Reaching under her skirt he found her leash and pulled the excited and frightened girl towards the door.  In passing he slung his briefcase over a shoulder.  She followed amicably trusting in his lead as she had to.  Cursing still he undid the chain and yanked the door wide.

The hallway had a hint of smoke.  Haze masked the emergence lights.  It smelled.  “AAhhh…Aaahhh!”

Dimly a red “Salida” showed to the right.  Stairs always use the stairs to leave a burning building.  Sam moved cautiously forward bringing the sniffling girl along behind.  He heard people on the stairs, anxious and agitated in mixed Spanish/English/German babble.  The door was next and easily forced wide.  Several men and women were in motion in the half gloom.  He pulled the girl in with him.  “Ahhh!”

Damn, she was still gagged.  

“Listen, I will remove the gag but you have to be quiet and obedient.”

“Ahh…”

Sighing Sam tugged her ring gag down around her neck.  Her pink tongue licked her dry lips.  However, all was well and she kept her mouth shut.  
Glancing at the stairs Sam groaned at the next obstacle.  How would she walk down them with out falling?  He needed a firmer grasp of her.  Carry her?  Maybe.  Of course…he reached and grabbed her left upper arm where a little bare skin showed.  He pulled her tight against his side and hauled her forward.  When she stumbled, as she would, she would fall against him so he could brace her while he hugged the stair rail.

A wild babble of Spanish and English echoed in the stair case.  Lots of people wondering what had happened and where they were going.  Eventually they ended at a side door and passed into the cool outside night air.  Sam and the girl followed the crowd.  A few men looked curiously at the girl; well she was attractive.  

Sam spotted a couple of girls who had to be escorts based on their skimpy attire.  One still wore cuffs behind her back.

The hotel sported flames on the far end.  Something had happened.  The country was chaotic nowadays and full of potential violence and revolution.  Sam thought it best to leave after this close call.  No business prospects could persuade him to stay any longer.

Something blew and the far side of the hotel visibly crumbled.  Everybody screamed.  Time to go even faster now.  Scrambling away he hauled the lovely captive girl along.  He could hear her breathing in large sobs.  Still she kept up on her little high heels which he had to admire.  What to do with her?  She was to be picked up tomorrow from her hotel room.  By tomorrow the hotel seemed destined to be rubble.  
They were now a dozen blocks away.  Sam noticed a Sheraton Plaza and walked up and in the front door.  The place swarmed with concerned citizens and terrified visitors.  Flashing some American money opened up a small table in the bar area.  He made the girl sit down.  “Sit and stay quiet!”  With the table covering her legs her leash was less obvious.  
A waiter eventually hovered and he ordered a double scotch for himself.  After a moment he ordered a white Russian for the girl.  He peered at the girl.  What to do?  Even now he was attracted to her and he could feel his cock engorging.  She also looked oddly familiar.
Silently she locked her red lip sand crossed her long legs.  Her leash still dangled just behind her knees.  Her cape obligingly still covered her arms and back but did not obscure her well formed breasts or knees.  

Anyone looking the right way would see the crotch leash inviting comment and orders and know she was a bit more unusual than she appeared.

“What is your name, cómo te llamas?”  Startled she turned to stare without vision at his voice.

“Sue, sir, Sue Devine.”  She whispered.  Her accent was perfectly clear if not non-existent.
He knew that name!  His daughter had many hot girl friends.  This was one of them from before her college days.

“From Middleton?”

“Why yes, do I know you sir?”

“Unfortunately probably yes, much to my chagrin.  You once knew a girl by the name of Emily Travis.”  She pondered that, sweet thought was not her major ability.  

“Mr. Travis?”

“Why yes.”

“Omigod you face fucked me!”

You were rather available at the time you know.”

She blushed.  “That is a long story, sir.”

The drinks arrived.  She heard the clatter and shut up.  He knew her as a typical dumb blonde but her present situation had taught the value of being quiet and obedient.  Sam paid and the waiter departed.  “I ordered a white Russian for you, Sue.  I thought it might calm your nerves.”  He gulped his own drink in a double shot.

Pursing her lips she murmured:  “How can I?  I can’t hold it.”

“Hold still and open your lips slightly.  I will put a straw in your mouth.  Suck, that I know you do well.”

Sue did as she was told taking a long swallow.  “Thank you sir.”

“Now how did you get here?  You are a few thousand miles away from Middleton.”

“Bad debts sir, from gambling.”  She began to cry again and he lowered his hand to clasp her inner thighs reassuringly.  Automatically he seized her leash and made her turn and edge closer.  She rested her head against his shoulder.  Meanwhile his hand meandered higher towards her panties.  They were soaked and she stirred when touched.
He wondered if he could buy a room in the Sheraton?  He was getting too old for this and he could use her sleeping next to him.

“How bad a debt, Sue?”

“I don’t know, maybe $10,000, I think,” she squeaked.  He could cover that if he had to.  
“What about your parents or boy friend, can they not help.”

She whimpered pitiably and in a voice almost too soft to hear:  “My parents are divorced.  My father would not give a damn and my mother is dead.  My fucking boyfriend is one of the damn reasons I am here.”

Startled Sam realized that Sue was perfect.  Sue would be his personal slave if he bought up her debt and brought her home.   She might beg but she had no choice in that she was well tied and would stay that way if Sam had a choice and he did.
“Would you like to come home with me, Sue?”

“Oh, I guess, I am not that sort of a girl on a first date really, oh wait I did a blow job already.  Is this a second date?”

“No it has to be a blind date, “he chuckled.  So saying he pressed her gag back in place and told her to keep her head down and that he would be back shortly.  She did so without a single protest or complaint.
“AAAhhhh!” she protested but her ass was wiggling.
